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By the Author of TUN BADo-WAL Es. 35 


77 O* modern Prophets were expos*d of late, 

The Author cou'd not propheſy his Fate : 

If with ſuch Scenes an Audience had been fir dy. 

The Poet muſt have really been inſpir'd. 

But theſe, alos ! are melancholy Days, 

For modern Prophets, and for modern Plays, 

Yet fince prophetic Lyes pleaſe Fools u' Faſhion, 

And Women are fo fond of Agitation ; 

To Men of Senſe II propheſy anew, 

And tell you wonProus Things that will prove true 

Undaunted Colonels will to Camps repair, 

Affar'd there' ll be no Skirmiſhes this Lear; 

On our own Term: will flow the wih*d-for Peace, 

All Wars, except *twixt Man aud Wife, will ceaje. 

The Grand Monarch may ui his Son a Throne, 

But hardly will advance to loſe his un. 

This Seaſon moſt Things Bear a ſmiling Face 

Put Players, in Summer have a diſmal Caſe, | 

Since your Appearance only is our At of Grace, 

Court Ladies will! tu Country Seats be gone. 

Aly Lord can't all the Year live great in Town ; 

Wikre wanting Operas, Baſſet, and a Play, 

They'll ſigh, and flitch a Gown, to paſs the Time anvay, 

Gay City Wives at Tunbridge will appear, 

Whoſe Huſbands long have labouped for an Heir; 

there many a Courtier may their Wants relieve, 

But by the Waters only they conceive, 

The Fleet-ſtreet Sempſire/s, Toaſt of Temple Sparks, 

That runs ſpruce Neck cloths for Attorney's Clerks; 

At Cupid's Gardens will her Hours regale, 

Sing fair Dorinda, ani drink bottled Ae. 

At all Aſſemblies Rakes are up and down, 

And Gameſters where they think they are not known, 
Shou'd I denounce our Author's Fate to-day, 

Tocry down Prophecies, you'd damn the Play : 

Yet Whams like theſe have ſometimes made you laugh, 

Vr tattling all, like Waac Bickerſtaff. bi 
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Since War and Places claim the bards that write, 
Be kind, and bear a Woman”: Treat to Night ; 
Let your Indulgence all her Fears allay. 
And none but women- - Haters damn this Play. 


DRAMATIS PERSON. 


M E N. 


Sir George Airy, A Gentleman | 
Four Thouſand a Year, in Love þ Mr, G:fard. 
with Miranda 
Sir Francis Gripe. pin 
Miranda and Marplot, ather 
to Charles, in Love with Mi- Mr. Aodre. 
rm d to Sir G 
les, Friend to Sir George, in 
Love with Iſabinda. Jur. * 
Sir Tealous Fake A © 
that had lived ſome time in Spain, 
a great admirer of the Spani/h „nee, 
Cuſtoms, Father to 1/abinda. | 
Marplot. A fort of a lilly Fellow, 
Cowardly, but very A 
to know every Body's Buſineſs, I, Mr. Grifith. 
generally ſpoils all he undertakes, 
yet without Deſign. 
Whiſper. Servant to Charles. Mr. Roſco, 


WOMEN 


Miranda. An Heireſs worth 
Thirty Thouſand Pounds, really 
in Love with Sir George, but Mrs, Mean. 

pretends to be ſo with her Guar- 
dian Sir Francis. 
Ijabinda. Daughter to Sir ra- 
lows, in Love with Charles, but 
deſigned for a Spaniſh Merchant „ Mrs. Sterling 
by ber F ather, and kept up from 
the Sight of ail Men. 
Path, Her Woman, Mrs, Vanderbank. 
Scentivell, Woman to Miranda, Mrs. Grace. 


THE 


BUSY BODY. 


AS: A SCENE the Park. 


Sir George Airy meeting Charles. 
CHARLES. 
H ! Sir George Airy A Birding thus early; what 
forbidden Game rouz'd you ſo toon? For no law- 
ful Occaſion could invite a Pexſon of yeur Figure abroad 
at {auch unfaſhionable Hours. 

Sir Geo. There are ſome Men Charles, whom For- 
tune has left free from Inquietudes, who are diligent- 
ly ſtudious to find out Ways and Means to make them» 
ſelves uneaſy. 

Cha, Is it poſſible that any Thing in Nature can 
ruffle the temper of a Man, whom the four Seaſons of 
the year compliment with as many thouſand Pounds, 
nay, and a Father at reſt with his Anceſtors. 


Sir Geo. Why there 'tis now! a Man that wants 


Money thinks no one can be unhappy that has it; but 
my. Affairs are in ſuch a whimfſcal Poſture, that it 
will require a calculation of my Nativity to find if 
my Gold will relieve me or nct. | 

Cha. Ha, ha, ha, never conſult the Stars about that; 
Gold has a power beyond them; Gold nnlocks the 
Midnight Councils; Gold out-does the Wind, be- 


calms the Ship, or fills her Sails; Gold is omnipotent 


below; it makes whole armies fight or fly; it buys 
even Souls, and bribes the Wretches to betray their 
Country: Then what can thy Buſineſs be, that Gold 
won't ſerve thee in? 


Sir Geo, Why, I'm in Love. | 
A3 Cha, 


«© 


6 The Buſy Body. 
Cha, In Love! —— Ha, ha, ha; in Love, Ha ha, 
ha, with what pr'ythee ? a Cherubin? 
Sir Geo, No,—with a Woman. | 
Cha. A Woman! Good; Ha, ha, ha, and Gold not 
help thee ? Ve yi ; 
Sir Geo. But ſuppoſe Pm in Love with two 
Cha, Ay, if thou'rt in Love with two hundred, Gold 
will fetch 'em; I warrant rhee, boy, But who are 
they.? who are they ? come— 
Sir Geo, One is a Lady whoſe Face I never ſaw, but 
Witty as an Angel; the other beautiful as Venus —— 
Cha. And a Fool 
Sir Geo. For aught I know, for I never {poke to her; 
but you can inform me. 1 am charm'd by the Wit of 
one, and die for the Beauty of the other. ] 
Cha. And pray which are you in queſt of now ? 
Sir Geo. I prefer the ſenſual Pleaſure,—l'm for her 
I've ſeen who is thy Father's Ward, Miranda. | 
Cha. Nay, then I pity you; for the Jew, my Father, 
will no more part with her, and 20000 Pounds, than he 
would with a Guinea to keep me from ſtarving. 
Sir Geo, Now you ſee Gold can't do every Thing, 
Charles, 
Che. Yes, for *tis her Gold that bars my Father's 
Gate againſt you. | 
Sir. Geo Why if he's this avaricious Wretch, how 
eam'ſt thou by ſuch a liberal Education? 
ch Not a Souſe out of his Pocket, I aſſure you: 
I had an Uncle who defray*'d that Charge, but for ſome 
little Wildneſſes of Youth, tho' he made me bis Heir, 
left Dad my Guardian, till I came to Years of Diſcretion, 
which I preſume the uld Gentleman will never think 
I am ; and now he has got the Eſtate into his Clutches, 
it hes me no more good than if it lay in Preſtor Julius 
Dominions. 
Sir Ceo. What, can'ſt thou find no Stratagem to re- 
deem it. | 
Cha, I have made many FEſſays to no purpoſe ; tho? 
Want, the Mittreſs of Invention, ſtill tempts me on, 
yet {till the old Fox is roo cunning for me I am 
upon the laſt Project, which if it fails, then for my laſt 
Refuge, a brown Muſket. - | 
Sir. Geo, What is't? can I aſſiſt thee ? 


Cha, 
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cha. Not yet: when you can, I have Confidence 
enough in you to alk it. | 

Sir Geo. I am always ready; but what does he intend 
to do with#Miranda? Is ſhe to be ſold in private? Or 
will he put her up by way of Auction, at who bids moſt? 
If fo, Egad Im for him; my Gold, as you ſay, ſhall be 

ſubſervient to my Pleaſure a 

Cha. To deal ingenuoully with you, Sir George, I 
know very little of her or Home; for ſince my Un- 
cle's Death, and my Return from Travel, I have 
never been wel! with my Father ; he thinks my 
Expences too great, and 1 his Allowance too little ; he 
never ſees me but he quarrels; and to avoid that, 
I ſhun his Houſe as much as poſſible, The Report is, 
he intends to marry her himſelf. f 

Sir Ge Can ſhe conſent to it? 

Cha. Yes, faith, ſo they ſay ; but I tell you, I am 
* wholly ignorant of the Matter. Miranda and I] are 
like two violent Members of a contrary Party; I can 
ſcarce allow her Beauty, tho? all the World does; nor 
ſhe me Civility for that Comempt: I fancy ſhe plays 
the Mother-in-law already, and ſets the old Gentleman 
on to do Miſchief. 

Sir Gev. Then I've your free Conſent to get ber. 

Cha. Ay, and my helping Hand, if occaſion be. 

Sir Geo, Pugh, yonder's a Fool coming this Way, 
let's avoid him- 

Cha. What, Marplot; no, no, he's my Inſtrument ; 
there's a thouſand Conveniencies in him, hell lend me 
his Money when he has any, run of my Errands, and 
be proud on't ; in ſhort, he't] pimp for me, lie for me, 
drink for me, do any thing but fight for me, and that 
I troſt to my own Arm for. 

Sir Geo, Nay, then he's to be endured ; I never knew 
his qualifications before. | 

„Euter Marplot, with a Patch croſs his face. 

Marp. Dear Charles, yours — Ha! Sir George Airy, 
the Man in the world 1 have an ambition to be known 
to (a/ide.) Give me thy Hand, dear Boy. 

Cha. A good Aſſurance ! But hark ye, how came your 
beautiful Countenance clouded in the wrong Place? 
Ar. I mult confeſs tis à little Mal- a- propos, but 
no 


— — _— 


8 The Buſy Body. 


no matter for that; a Word with you, Charles; pri- 
thee, introduce me to Sir George — he is a man of 
Wit, and I'd give ten Guineas to 
Cha. When you have 'em, you mean. 
Marp. Ay, when I have 'em; pugh, Pox, you cut 


the Thread of my Diſcourſe — I would give ten 


Guineas, I ſay, to be ranked in his Acquaintance 
Well, 'tis a vaſt Addition to a Man's Fortune, ac- 
cording to the Rout of the World, to be ſeen in the 
Company of leading Men; for then we are all thought 
to be Politicians, or Whizs, or Jacks, or High Flyers, 
or Low Fiyers, or Levellers and ſo forth; for 
you muſt know we all herd in Parties now. 

Cha. Then a Fool for Diverſion is out of Faſhion, 
I hind. 

Marp. Yes, without it be a mimicking Fool, and 
they are Darlings every where; but prithee intro- 
duce me. | 

Che. Well, on Condition yon'll give us a true Ac- 
count how you came by that mourning Noſe, I will. 

Marp. Vl dot. 

Cha. Sir George, here's a Gentleman has a paſſionate 
Deſire to kiſs your Hand. 

Sir Geo. Oh, 1 honour Men of the Sword, and I pre- 
{ume this Gentlemen is lately come from Spain or Pur- 
tugal by his Scars. 

Marp. No really, Sir George, mine ſprung from civil 
Fury. Happening laſt Night into the Groom Porters, 
l had a ſtrong Inclination to 50 ten Guineas with a 
ſort of a, fort of a——kind of a Milk Sop, as [ 
thought: A Pox, of the Dice, he flung out, and my 
Pockets being empty, as Charles knows they ſometimes 
are, he proved a ſurly Nort/ Briton, and broke my Face 
for my Deficiency. V2 

Sir Geo. Ha! ha! and did not you draw? 

Marp. Draw, Sir! why I did but lay my Hand upon 
my Sword to make a ſwift Retreat, and he roared out, 
Now the Dech a Ma ſol, Sir, gin ye touch yer Steg], 
Iſe whip mine through ver Wem. 

Sir Geo. Ha, ha, ha! 7 

Cha. Ha, ha, ha, Safe was the Word, fo you 
walk*d off, 1 fuppole, -- WO) 5 T8 
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Marp. Yes, for I avoid fighting purely to be ſervice- 


able to my Friends, you know 

Sir Geo. Your Friends are much obliged to you, Sir, 
] hope you'll rank me in that Number. | 

Marp. Sir George, a Bow from the Side Box, or to be 
ſeen in your Chariot, binds me ever yours. 

*. Geo. Trifles, you may command em when you 

caſe, | 
5 Cha. Provided he may command you 

Murp. Me! why I live for no other purpoſe Sir 
George, I have the honour to be careſs'd by moſt of 
the reigning Toaſts of the Town, I'll tell em you are 
the fineſt Gentleman 

Sir Geo. No, no, prithee let me alone to tell the La- 
dies my Parts——Can you convey a Letter up- 
on Occaſion, or deliver a Meſſage with an Air of 
Buſineſs, Ha? 

Harp. With the Aſſurance of a Page, and the Gra- 
vity of a Stateſman. 

dir Geo, You know Miranda 

Marp. What, my Siſter Ward? Why her Guar- 
dian is mine, we are Fellow Sufferers, Ah, be is a co- 
vetous, cheating, ſanCtify*d Curmudgeon; that Sir Fran- 
ois Gripe, is a damn'd old 

Cha. 1 ſuppoſe Friend, you forget that he is my 
Father 

Marp. I alk your pardon, Charles, but it is for 
your ſake I hate him. Well, I ſay the World is miſ- 
taken in him. His outſide Piety makes him every 
Man's Executor; and his inſide - Cunning makes him 
every Heir's Jaylor, Egad, Charles, I'm half per- 
ſuaded that thou*rt ſome Ward too, and never of his 
getting: for thou art as honeſt a Debauchee as ever 
cuckolded Man of Quality 

Sir Geo. A pleaſant Fellow. 


Cha. The Dog is diverting ſometimes, or there wou'd 
be no enduring his Impertinence : He js preſſing to 


be employ'd, and willing to execute, but ſome ill 


Fate generally attends all he undertakes, and he oftner 


ſpoils an Intrigue than helps it. 
Marp. If I miſcarry, tis none of my Fault, I fol- 
low my inſtructions. s 
Cha, 
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Cha. Witneſs the Merchant's Wife. 

Mar. Piſh, Pox, that was an Accident. 

Sir Geo. What was it, prithee ? | 

Cha. Why you muſt know that I lent a certain 
Merchant my hunting Horſes, and was to have met 
his Wife in his abſence: Sending him alone with 
my Groom to make the Compliment, and to deliver 
a Letter to the Lady at the ſame Time ; what does 
he do, but "ny the Huſband the Letter, and offers 
her the Horſes. 

Mar. I remember you were even with me, for you 
deny'd the Letter to be yours, and ſwore I had a Deſign 
upon her, which my bones paid for, 

Cha. Come, Sir George, let's walk round, if you are 
not engag' d, for I have Eur my Man upon a little ear» 
neſt buſineſs, and I have order'd him to bring me the 
Anſwer into the Park. 

Mar. Buſineis, and I not know' it ? Egad, I'll watch 
him. og 

Sir Geo. I mnſt beg your pardon, Charles, I am to 
meet your Father, | 

Char. My Father ! 

Sir Geo. Ay! and about the oddeſt Bargain perhaps 
you ever heard off; but Pll not impart till I know 
the Succeſs, 

Marp. What can his Buſineſs be with Sir Francic ? 
Now would 1 give all the World to know it; why 
the Devil ſhould not one know every Man's Concerns ? 

[ Aſide 

Cha. Proſperity to't, whatever it be; I have private 

Affairs too; over a Bottle we'll compare Notes. 

Marp. Charles knows 1 love a Glaſs as well as any 

Man, I'll make one; ſhall it be to night? Ad I long 

to know their Secrets. (Aſide. 
Enter Whiſper. 

Whiſp. Sir, Sir, Mrs. Patc/ ſays Iſabinda's Spaniſh Fa- 
ther has quite ſpoil'd the Plot, and ſhe can't meet 
you in the Park, but he infallibly will go out this 


Afternoon, ſhe ſays; but I muit ſtep again to know the 
Hour, | 


Marp. What did Whiſper ſay now? I ſhall go ſtark 
mad if Pm not let into this Secret, (Aſide, 
| Cha. 
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Cha, Curſt Misfortune ! come along with me,, my 
Heart feels Pleaſure at her Name; Sir George, yours; 
we'll meet at the old Place the uſual Hour. 

Sir Geo. Agreed ; I think 1 ſee Sir Francis ar” 
| a xit. 

Cha. Mar plot, you muſt excuſe, I am engaged [| Exit. 

Marp. Engaged! Egad I'll engage my Life Ill know 
what your Engagement is. Exit. 

Miran. [coming out of a Chair] Let the Chair wait: 
My Servant that dogg'd Sir George, {aid he was in the 
Park. | 

Enter Patch. 

Ha! Mrs. Patch alone! did not you tell me you had 
contriv'd a way to bring 1/abinda to the Park? 

Patch. Oh, 1 your Ladyſhip can't imagine 
what a wretched Diſappointment we have met with : 
Juſt as I had fetch'd a Suit of my Cloaths for a Diſguile, 
comes my old Maſter into his Cloſet, which is right 
againſt her chamber door ; this ſtruck us into a terrible 
Fright———Ar length | put on a grave Face, and aſk'd 
him if he was at leiſure for, his Chocolate, in Hopes to 
draw him out of his Hole; but he ſnap'd my Noſe oft; 
no, I ſhall be buſy here theſe two Hours; at which my 
poor Miſtreſs ſceing nv Way of Eſcape, ordered me to 
wait on your Ladyſhip with the {ad Relation, 

Miran. Unhappy 1jabinda/ Was ever any Thing fo 
nnaccountable as the Humour of Sir Jealous Trafick ? 

Patch. Oh, Madam, it's his living fo long in Spain; 
he vows he'll ſpend balf his Eſtate, but he'll be a Par- 
liament Man, on Purpoſe to bring in a Bill, for Women 
to wear Veils, and other odious Spaniſh Cuſtoms — 
He ſwears it is the Height of Impudence to have a Wo- 
man ſeen barefac'd even at Church, and ſcarce believes 
there's a true begotten Child in the City. 

Miran. Ha, ha, ha, how the old Fool torments him- 
ſelf ! ſuppoſe he could introduce his rigid Rules 
does ke think we could not match them in Contrivance ? 
No, no, let the Tyrant, Man, make what Laws he will, 
if there's a Woman under the Government, I warrant 
the finds a Way to break 'em : Is his Mind ſet upon the 
Spaniard for his Son-in-law till ? 

Patch, Ay, and he expects bim by the next Fleet, 

which 


[ 
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which drives his Danghter to Melancholy and Deſpair : 
But, Madam, I find you retain the ſame 77 chear ful 
Spirit you had when I waited onęyour Lady 


IP ——— 


. My Lady is mighty good-humoured too, and I have 
found a Way to make Sir Jealous believe 1 am wholly 
0 in his Intereſt, when my real Deſign is to ſerve her; 
he makes me her Jailor, and I ſet her at Liberty. 

Miran. I knew thy prolifick Brain would be of ſingu- 
lar Service to her, or I had not parted with thee to her 
Father. | 
| Patch, But, Madam, the Report is, that you are go- 

ing to marry your Guardian, | | 

Miran. It is neceſſary ſuch a Report ſhould be, Patch, 
| Patch. But is it true, Madam ? 
„ Mi ram. That's not abſolutely neceſſary- 
a Patch. I thought it was only the old Strain, coaxing 
4 him till for your own, and railing at all the young 
„ Fellows about Town: In my Mind, now, you are as 
| ill plagu'd with your Guardian, Madam, as my Lady 1s 
Fi with her Father. oy 
: Miran No, I have Liberty, Wench, that ſhe wants; 
what would ſhe give now to be in this Diſbabille, in the 
| open Air, nay more, in Purſuit of the young Fel- 
. low ſhe likes; for that's my Caſe, I aſſure thee, 

Patch. As for that Madam, ſhe's even with you ; for 
tho? ſhe can't come abroad, we have a Way to bring 
him Home in ſpite of old Argus. | 

Miran: Now, Patch, your Opinion of my Choice, for 
here he comes Ha! my Guardian with bim! what 
| can be the Meaning of this ; I am ſure Sir Francis can't 

| know me in this Dreſs, —let's obſerve em. 
| [They withdraw. 
Enter Sir Francis Gripe, and Sir George Airy. 

Sir Fran. Verily Sir George, thou wilt repent throw- 
ing away thy Money fo, for I tell thee ſincerely, Miram 
da, my Charge, doesnot love a young Fellow ; they are 
all vicious, and ſeldom make good Huſbands; in ſober 
ſadneſs ſhe can't abide em. | 
Miran. [pteping.] la ſober Sadnefs, you are miſtaken 


what can this mean ? 


- a - 
* . . 


| Sir Geo. Look ye, Sir Francis, whether ſhe can or 
cannot abide young Fellows, is not the Buſineſs ; will 

you take the Fiſty Guineas ? 
[| | | Sir 
| | 
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Sir Fran. In good Truth! will not; for I knew 
thy Father, he was a hearty wary Man, and I cannot 
conſent that his Son ſhould ſquander away what he ſav'd 
to no Purpoſe. ; 

Miran. [ peeping ] Now, in the Name of Wonder, 
what Bar, ain can he be driving about me for fifty 
Guineas ? | 

Patch, I wiſh it ben't for the firſt Night's Lod;ing, 
Madam. | 

Sr Geo. Well, Sir Francis, ſince you are ſo conſci- 
entious for my Father's Sake, then permit me the Fa- 
vour gratis. | 

Mirem. | peepnig ] The Favour! O' my Liſle, I be- 
lieve tis as you ſaid, Patch ? 

Sir Fran No, verily, if thou doſt not buy the Expe- 
rience, thou wilt never be wile; and therefore give me 
a hundred, and try Fortune. 

Sir Geo The Scruple aroſe, I find, from the ſcanty 
Sum —- Let me ſee; a hundred Guineas—— [Takes em 
wut of a Purſe and chinks dem.] Ha! they have a pretty 
Sound, and a very pleafin ; Look—Butthen Miranda 
But if ſhe ſhould be cruel 

Miran. | peeping.) As Ten to One I ſhall. 

Sir Fran Ay, do conſider wn't , He, be, he, be. 

Sir Geo. No, Vii.do'r. 

Patch. Do't, what, whether you will or no, Madam! 

Sir Geo. Come to the Point, here's the Gold, ſum up 
the Condition— | 

Sir Fran. ¶ pulling out a Paper.) 

Aliran, [pecping.] Ay, for Heaven's Sake do, for my 
Expectation is on the Rack. | 

Sir Fran. Well, at your own Peril be it. 

Sir Geo. Ay, ay, go on. 

Sir Fran. Imprimis, youu are to be admitted into my 
Houſe, in order to move your Suit to Miranda, for the 


{pace of ten Minutes without Let or Mole ſlation, pro- 
vided I remain in the ſame Rooni, 


Sir. Geo. But out of Ear ſhot 
Sir Fran. Well, well, J don't deſire to bear what vou 


ſay, Ha, ha, ha, in Conſideration I am to have that 


Purſe and'a hundred Guineas, 
Sir Geo, Take it—— Gives him the Purſe, 
1 Miun. 
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iran [$eeping.] So, 'tis well it's no-worſe, II it 
you both | | 

Sir Geo. And this Agreement istobeperform'd to-day + 
Sir Fran. Ay, ay, the ſooner the better. Poor Fool, 
how Miranda and d ſhall laugh at him Well. Sir George, 
Ha, ha, ha, take the laſt Sound of your Guineas, Ha, 
ha, ha. (Chinks em.) [Exit. 

Miran. ( peeping.) Sure he does not know I am 
Aliranda. a 

Sir Geo. A very extraordinary Bargain ] have made 
truly, if ſhe ſhould be really in Love with this old Cuff 
now---Pſha, that's morally impoſſible-- but then what 
Hopes have I to ſucceed? I never ſpoke to her 

Miran. [ peeping ] Say you ſo? Then I am ſafe, 

Sir Geo. What tho* my Tongue never ſpoke, my 
Fyes ſaid a thouſand Things, and my Hopes flatter'd 
me her's anſwered em. If I am lucky if not, tis 
but a hundred Guineas thrown away. 

[Miranda and Patch come forward. 

Miran. Upon what, Sir George ? | 

Sir Geo, Ha! my Incugnita Upon a Woman, 
Madam. ; 

Miran. They are the worſt Things you can deal in, 
and damage the ſooneſt ; your very breath deſtroys em, 
and I fear you never will {ce your Return, Sir George, 
Ha, ha! 

Sir Geo. Were they more brittle than China, and 
drop'd to Pieces with a Touch, every Atom of her I have 
ventured at, if ſhe's but Miſtreſs of thy Wit, balances 
ten times the Sum Prithee, let me ſee thy Face. 

iran By no Means, that might ſpoil your Opinion 
of my Senſe 

Sir Geo. Rather confirm it, Madam. 

Patc/;, So rob the Lady of your Gallantry, Sir. 

Sir Geo No, Child, a Diſh of C hocolate in the Morn- 
ing never ſpoils my Dinner; the other Lady I deſign 
à let Meal; ſo there's no Danger | 

Miran. Matrimony ! Ha, ha, ha! What Crimes have 
you committed againſt the God of Love, that he ſhould 
revenge em ſo ſeverely to ſtamp Huſband upon your 
Forehead 5 

Sir Geo, For my Folly in having ſo often met witng 

you 
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you kere without purſuing the Laws of Nature, and ex- 
erciling her Command But I reſolve, ere we part now, 
to know who you are, where you live, and what kin4 
of Fleſh and Blood your Face is; therefore unmaik, and 
don't put me to the Trouble of doing it for you, 
Man. My Face is the ſame Flefh and Blood with 

my Hand, Sir George, which, if you'll be fo rude to 
provoke | | 5 
Sir Geo. Yow'll apply it to my Cheek——The Ladies 
Favours are always welcome; but I muſt have that 
Cloud withdrawn. (taking hold of her.) Remember you 
are in the Park, Child, and what a terrible Thing it 
would be to loſe this pretty white Hand. | 
Miran. And how will it ſound in a Chocolate- Houſe, 
that Sir George Airy rudely pull'd off a Lady s Maſk, 
when he had given her his Honour, that he never would 
directly or indirectly endeavour to know her till ſhe 
gave him Leave. | 
Patch. 1 wiſh we were ſafe out. 1 
Sir Geo. But if that | ady thinks fit to purſue, and 
meet me at every Turn, like {ome troubled Spirit, ſhall 
be blamed if Lenquire into the Reality? I would have 
nothing diſſatisſied in a Female Shape. 18 
Miran. What ſhall I do? ( Pauſes. 
Sir Geo. Ay, pr*ythee conſider, for-thou ſhalt find me 
very much at thy Serviee. 
Patch. Suppole, Sir, the Lady ſhould be in Love with 
ou? 
Sir Geo. Oh! I'll return the Obligation in a Moment. 
Patch. And marry her? | 
Sir Gev. Ha, ha, ha, that's not the Way to love her, 
Child, | | 
Aran. If he diſcovers me, 1 ſhalt die—Which Way 
ſhall I eſcape ?-——Let me ſee— | [Pauſes. 
Sir Geo. Well, Madam | 
Aran. I have it——Sir George, 'tis fit you ſhould 
allow ſomething—If you'll excuſe my Face, and turn 
your Back (if you look upon me 1 ſhall ſink, even 
maſk'd as I am) I will confeſs why I have engaged 
you ſo often, who I am, and where live. 
Sir Geo. Well, to ſhew yon I'm a Man of Honour, 
I accept the Conditions. Let me but once know thoſe, 
and the Face won? be long a Secret to me. 
x B 2 Patch. 
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Patch. What mean you, Madam? 
Miran. To get off. | 
Sir Geo. Tis ſomething indecent to turn one's Back 

upon a Lady; but you command and I obey (Turns his 

Back. ) Come, Madam, begin 
Miran. Firſt then it was my happy Lot to ſee you at 

Paris, [draws back a little while and ſpeaks.) at a Ball 

vpon a Birth-day ; your Shape and Air charm'd my 

Eyes; your Wit and Complaiſance my Soul, and from 

that fatal Ni ht I lov'd you. [ Drawing back. 

And when you left the Place Grief ſeiz"'d me ſo— 

No Reft my Heart, no Sleep my Eyes cou'd know 
Laſt, I reſolvꝰ d a hazardous Point to try, 
And quit the Place in ſearch of Liberty. Exit. 
Sir Geo. Excellent I hope the's handſome—— Well, 
now, Madam, to the other two Things: Your Name, 
and where you live -I am a Gentlemen, and this 

Confeſſion will not be loſt upon me—-— Nay, pr ythee, 

don't weep, but go on—for | find my Heart melts in 

thy Bchalf—ſpeak quickly, or I ſhall turn about 

Not yet——Poor Lady. ſhe expects | ſhould comfort 

her z and, to do her ſuſtice, ſhe has ſaid enough to en- 

courage me. (turns about.) Ha! gone! the Devil, 

Jilted ! Why, what a Tale has ſhe invented—of Paris, 

Balls, and Birth-days — Egad, I'd ive ten Guineas to 

know who this Gipſy is——A Curſe of my Folly 

I deſerve to loſe her: What Woman can forgive a Man 

that turns his back ? ES” o 


The bold and reſolute in Love and War, 

To conquer take the right and fwifte/t Way 
The boldeft Lover ſooneſt gains the Fair, 
As courage makes the rude(? Force obey ; 
Take no Denial and the Dames adore ye, 
Cloſely purſue them and they fall befcre ye. 


End of the Firſt ACT. 
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Enter Sir Francis Gripe, Miranda. 


| Sir FAANcis. 

A, ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, ha. | 

| Miran. Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, ha; Oh, I fhall 

die with Laughing The moſt romantick Adventure: 

Ha, ha! What does the odious young Fop mean? A 
hundred Pieces to talk an Hour with me: Ha, ha. 

Sir Fran. And I am to be by too: there's the jeſt: 
Adod, if it had been in private, Iſhould not have cared: 
to truſt the young Dog Et 

Miran. Indeed and indeed but you might, Guard 
Now methinks there's nobody handſomer than you: $6 
neat, ſo clean, fo good humour'd, and to loving — 

Sir Fran. Pretty Rogue, pretty. Rogue, and ſo thou 
ſhalt find me; if thou doit prefer thy Gusardy before 
theſe Caperers of the Ae, thou ſhalt outſhine the 
Queen's Box on an Opera Night; thou ſhalt be the Envy 
of the Ring (for Lwill carry thee to Hyde-Park) and 
thy Equipage ſhall ſurpaſs the what —d'ye call em 
Ambaſſador's | jt 

Miran. Nay, I'm ſure the difereet Part of my Sex will 
envy me more for the inſide Furniture, when you'are 
in it, than my outſide Equipage. 

Sir Fran. A cunning Baggage, a Faith thou art; and 
a wiſe one too, and to ſhew thee thou haſt not choſe 
amiſs, Pl] this Moment diſinherit my Son, and ſettle my 
whole Eſtate upon thee. 

Miran. There's an old Rogue now. (Ade) No, 
Guardy, I would not have your Name be fo black in the 
. World=-- You know my Father's Will runs, that I am 
not to poſſeſs my Eſtate, without your Conſent, till lm 
Five and Twenty; you ſhall only abate the odd Seven 
Years, and make me Miſtreſs of my Eſtate Lo- day, and 
I'll make you Maſter of my Perſon To- morrow 
Sir Fran Hamph! that may not be ſaſe No, 

Chargyv, I'll fettle it upon thee wor Pin Money ; and that 
will be every bit as well, thou know'ſt, 

Miran. Unconſcionable old Wretch, bribe me with 
my own Money —— Which Way ſhall I get out of his 
Hands? | | [ Aſide. 

53 | Sir 
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Sir Fran, Well, what art thou thinking on, my Girl, 
ha? How to banter Sir George ? 

Miran. I muſt not pretend to banter : He knows my 
Tongue too well: { 4/ide. ) No, Guardy, I have thought 
of a Way will confound him more than all I could Tay 
if I ſhould talk to him ſeven Years. 

Sir Fran. How's that? Oh! I am tranſported, I'm 
raviſhed, I'm mad 5 

Miran. It would make you mad if you knew all,— 
(Aſide.) Pll not anſwer him one Word, but be dumb to 
all he ſays 

Sir Fran. Dumb, good; Ha, ha, ha, Excellent! ha, 
ha! I think I have you now, Sir George, —dumb ! he'll 
go diſtracted Well, ſhe's the wittieſt Rogue. Ha, 
ha, dumb! I can but laugh, ha, ha, to think how damn'd 
mad he'll be when he finds he has given his money a- 
way for a dumb Show. Ha, ha, ba! 

Mirnn Nay, Guardy, if he did but know my Thoughts 


of him it would make him ten Times madder ; Ha, 


La, ha! | 

Sir Fran. Ay ſo it would, Chargy, to hold him in ſuch 
Deriſion, to ſcorn to anſwer him, to be dumb! Ha, 
ha, ha ! | 

Euter Charles. 

Sir Na- How now, Sirrah 2 Who let you in? 

Cha My Neceſlity, Sir? 

Sir Fran, Sir, your Neceſſities are very impertinent, 
and ought to have ſent before they enter'd. 

Cha. Sir, 1 knew it was a Word wou'd gain Ad- 
mittance no where 

Sir Fran. Then, Sirrah, how durſt you rudely thruſt 
that upon your Father, which nobody elſe wor'd admit? 

Cha. Sure the name of a Son is a ſufficient Plea. I 
alk this Lady's Pardon, if I have intruded. 

Sir Fran, Ay, ay, aſk her Pardon and her Bleſſing too, 
if you expect any Thing from me. | 

Aran. I believe yours, Sir Francis, in a Purſe of 


| Guineas, would be more material. Your Son may have 


Buſineſs with you, M retire. 
Sir Fran, I gueſs his Buſineſs, but Lil difpatch bim; 
I expect the Knight every Minute: You'll be in Readi- 


- 
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Miran. Certainly ! 5 Expectation is more upon the 
Wing than yours, old Gentleman. (Exit. 
Sir Fran. Well, Sir— | 

Cha. Nay, it is very ill, Sir; my Circumſtances are, 
I'm ſure, 

Sir Fran. And what's that to me, Sir ? your Manage- 
ment ſhould have made them better. pr 

Cha. If you pleaſe to intruſt me with the Ma 
ment of -my own Eſtate, I ſhall endeavour it, Sir. 

Sir Fran. Whar to ſet upon a Card, and buy a Lady's 
Favour, at the Price of a Thouſand Pieces, to rig aut 
an Equipage for a Wench, or by your Careleſſneſs en- 
rich your Steward to fine for Sheriff, or put up for 
Parliament Man. | 

Cha, I hope 1 ſhou'd not ſpend it this Way: However 
I afk only what my Uncle left me; yours you may diſ- 

poſe of as you pleaſe, Sir. 

- Sir Fran, That 1 ſhall, out of your Reach, Iaſſure you, 
Sir. Adod, theſe young Fellows think old Men get E(- 
tates for nothing but them to ſquander away, in Dice- 
ing, wenching, drinking, drefling, and fo forth. | 

_ Cha. I think I was born a Gentleman, Sir; I'm ſure 
my Uncle bred me like one. 

Sir Fran, From which you would infer, Sir, that 
Gaming, Whoring, and the Pox, are Requiſites to a 
Gentleman. | 

Cha. Monſtrons ! when I would aſk him only for a 
Support he falls into theſe — Reproaches; I 
muſt, tho? againſt my Will, employ Invention, and by 
\ Stratagem relieve myſelf. [ Aſide. 
Sir Fren. Sirrah, what is it you mutter, Sirrah, Ha ? 
(Holds up his cane) I ſay you ſhan't have a Groat out of 
iny Hands till I pleaſe——and may bel'll never pleaſe, 
and what's that te you ? : 
Cha. Nay, to be robb'd, or have one's 'Threat cur 
is not much 
Sir Fran. What's that, Sirrah? wou'd you rob me, or 
cut my Throat, ye Rogue? | 
Cha. Heaven forbid, Sir. I ſaid no ſuch Thing. 
Sir Fran. Mercy on me] What a Plague it is to have 
a 8on of One and Twenty, who wants to elbow one out 
of one's Life, to edge himſelf into the Eſtate ! 
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. Enter Marplot. 
Marp . Egad, he's here 1 was afraid I had loſt hin 

His Secret cou'd not be with his Father, his Wants 

are publick there Guardian, your Servant. Charles, 

I know by that ſorrow ful Countenance of thine, the 

old Man's Fiſt is as clole as his ſtrong Box ——}But I'll 


help thee— 
Sir Fran 80: Here's another extravagant coxcomb, 
that will ſpend his fortune before he comes to't; but 
he ſhall pay ſwingeing Intereſt, and ſo let the Fool go on 
Well, what! does Neceſſity bring you too, 
Sir? 

Marp. You have hit it, Guardian 


I want a 


Sir Fran. For what? | 
Warp. Pogh, for a hundred Things. I can't for my 
Life tell you for whar. | | | 
Cha. Sir, I ſuppole I have receiyed all the Anſwer 
I am like to have. - 
* Marp. Oh, the Devil! if he gets out before me 1: 
ſhall loſe him again | 
Sir Fran. Ay, Sir, and you may be marching as ſoon 
as you pleaſe— I muſt fee a change in your Femper 
ere you find one in mine. 
Marp. Pray, Sir, diſpatch me; the Money, Sir; I'm 
in 2 mighty haſte. | 
Sir Fran. Fool, take this, and go to the Caſhier ; I 


 fhan't be long plagued with thee, (gives him à note. 


Marp The Devi take the Caſhier, 1 ſhall certainly 


have Char'es gone before I come back again. (Runs owt. 


Cha, Woll Sir, Itake my Leave——Bur, remember, 
you expoſe an only Son to all the Miſeries of wretched 
Poverty, which too often lays the Plan for Scenes of 
Miſchief. 

Sir Fran. Stay. Charles, I have a ſudden Thought 
come into my Head, may prove to thy Advauta e. 

Cha. Ha, does he relent! ä 

Sir Fran. My Lady Wrinkle, worth Forty Thouſand 
Pounds, ſets up for a handſome young Huſband ; ſhe 
praiſed thee t'other Day; tho? the Match-makers can 
get Twenty Guineas for a Sight of her, I can introduce 
thee for nothing. 5 a 

. _ Cha, 
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Cha. My Lady Wrinkle, Sir! Why ſhe has but one 
Eye. | | 
"Sir Fran. Then ſhe'll ſee but half your Extravagance, 
Sir. 8 

cha Condemn me io ſuch a Piece of Deformity ! 
Toothleſs, Dirty, Wry-neck'd, Hunch-back'd Hag. 

Sir Fran Hunch- back d! ſo much the better, then 
ſhe has a Reſt for her Misfortunes; for thou wilt load 
her ſwingeingly. Now I warrant you think, this is no 
Offer of a Father; Forty 'Thouſand Pounds is nothing 
with you. 

Cha. Yes, Sir, I think it is too much a young beau- 
tiful Woman, with half the Money, would be more a- 
greeable; I thank you, Sir, but you chuſe better for 
yourſelf, I find. | 

Sir Fran, Out of my Doors you Dog; you pretend 
to meddle with my Marriage, Sirrah ! 

Cha, Sir, I obey: But— 

Sir. Fran. But me no Buts—Begone, Sir: Dar 
aſk me for Money again Refuſe Forty Thou 
Pounds ! Out of my Dorn, I ſay, without Reply. 

(Exit Charles, 


Enter a Servant. 

Serv. One Sir George Airy enquires for you, Sir. 

| Enter Marplot, running. | 

M;rp. Ha! gone! is Charles gone, Guardian? 

Sir Fran. Yes, and I deſire your wiſe Worſhip to walk 
after him. | 

Harp, Nay, Egad I ſhall run, I tell you but that. 
Ah, Pox o'the Caſhier for detaining me ſo long; where 
the Devil ſhall I find him now ? I al certainly loſe 
this Secret. (Exit haſtily. 

Sir Fran. What, is the Fellow diſtracted? Deſire 
Sir Gecyge to walk up—— Now for a Trial of Skill that 
will make me happy, and him a Fool: Ha, ha, ha, in 
my Mind he looks like an Aſs already. 

Enter Sir George. 

Sir Fran. Well, Sir George, d'ye hold in the ſame 
Mind, or would you capitulate ? Ha, ha, ha! Look 
here are the Guineas. (chinks them.) Ha, ha, ha! 

Sir Geo. Not if they were twice the Sum, Sir Francic: 
Therefore be brief, call in the Lady, and take your * 
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——if ſhe's a Woman, and not ſeduced by Witchcraft 
to this old Rogue, I'll make his Heart ake ; for if ſhe: 
has but one Grain of Inclination about her, I'll vary a 
thouſand Shapes but find it. (aſide, 

| | Enter Miranda. 

Sir Fran. Agreed—/Miranda. There, Sir Gecrge, try 
your Fortune. (Takes out his Watch.) 

Zir Geo. So from the Eaſtern Chambers breaks the 


sun, diſpels the Clouds, and gilds the Vales below. 


(Salutes her. 


Sir Fran. Hold, Sir, Kiſſing was not in our Agree- 


ment. 151 | 
Sir Geo. Oh! that's by Way of Prologue 
Prithee, old Mammon, to thy Poft. 

Sir Fran. Well, young Timon, 'tis now four exactly; 


one Hour, remember, is your utmoſt Limit, not a Mi- 


nute more. (Retires to the Bottom of the Stags, 
Sir Geo. Madam, whether you'll excuſe or blame 


'my Love, the Author of this raſh Proceeding, de- 


pends upon your Pleaſure, as alſo the Life of your 
Admirer ; your ſparklivg Eyes ſpeak a Heart ſuſcepti- 


bl eof Love; your Vivacity a Soul too delicate to ad- 


mit the Embraces of decayed Mortality. 
Miran (afide.) Oh! that I durſt ſpeak 
Sir Geo. Shake off this Tyrant Guardian's Yoke, aſ- 

ſume yourſelf, and daſh his bold aſpiring Hopes; the 


Deity of his Deſires is Avarice; a Heretick in Love, and 


ought to be baniſhed by the Queen of Beauty. See, 


Madam, a faithful Servant kneels, and bezs to be ad- 


mitted-into the Number of your Slaves. - 
(Miranda gives Him her Hand to raiſe him. 
Sir Fran. I wiſh I could hear what he ſays now, 
[Running up] Hold, hold, hold, no Palming, that's 
contrary to Articles — 
Sir Geo. Death, Sir, keep your Diſtance,. or I'll write 
another Article in your Guts. 
[ Lays hit Hand to his Sword. 
Sir eee, e. A bloody minded Fellow. 
Sir Geo. Not anſwer me! Perhaps ſhe thinks my ad- 


dreſs too grave: I'll be more free Can you be ſo un- 
conſcionable, Madam, to let me ſay all theſe fine things 
to you without one ſingle Cowpliment in Return? View 
: me 
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mne well, am I not a proper handſome Fellow, ha? 
Can you prefer that old, dry, wither'd, ſapleſs Log 
of Sixty-five, to the vigorous, gay, ſprighly Love 
of Twenty-four ? With fnoring only he'll awake thee, 
but 1, with raviſhing Delight, would make thy Senſes 
dance in concert with the joyful Minutes Ha; not 
yet? ſure ſhe is dumb Thus would | fteal and touch 
thy beauteous Hand, [Takes hold of her Hand) till by: 
Degree I reached thy ſnowy Breaſts, then raviſh 
Kiſſes thus. ; ret 
1 Embraces her in Ecſtacy. 

Miran. [ Struggles, and fing, from him.] O Heavens! 
I ſhall not be able to contain myſelf. [ afede. 

Sir Fran. [Running up with his Watch in his Hand.] 
Sure ſhe did not {peak to him There's three 
Quarters of the Hour's gone, Sir George ——Adod, 
I] don't like theſe cloſe Conferences - 

Sir Geo. More Interruptions 


You will bare 


it, Sir. [ Lays his Hand to his Sword. 
Sir Fran. [going back.) No, no, you ſhan't have her 
neither. (aſide. 


Sir Geo. Dumb ſtill !——Sure this old Dog has en- 
join'd her Silence; Vll try another Way l muſt con- 
clude, Madam, that in Compliance to your Guardian's 
Humour, you refuſe to anſwer me - Conſider the Injuſ- 
tice of this Injunction. This ſingle Hour coſt me a 
hundred Pounds——and would you anſwer me, I could 
purchaſe the Twenty-four ſo: However, Madam, you 
muſt give me Leave to make the beſt Interpretation I 
can for my Money, and take the Indication of your Si- 
lence for the ſecret liking of my Perſon : Therefore, 
Madam, 1 will inſtruét you how to keep your Word 
with Sir Francis and yet anſwer me to every Queſti- 
on: As for Example, when I aſk you any Thing to 
which you would reply in the Affirmative, gently nod 
your Head thus; and when in the Negative, 
thus; (raking his Head.) and in the Doubtful, a tender 
Sigh, thus; : (fights, | 

iran. How every Action charms me — but I' 


fit him for his Signs, I warrant him.  ,.. {afide. 


Sir Fran. Ha, ha, ha, ha, poor Sir Gecrge, Ha, ha, 
A + „ „ >. (0 
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Sir Geo, Was it by his Deſire that you are dumb, 
Madam, to all that I can ſay ? 

Miran. | Nods. ] | 

Sir Geo. Very well; ſhe's tractable I find—And is it 

poſſible you can love him? [Miranda %.] Miraculous ! 
Pardon the Bluntneſs of my Queſtions, for my Time 
is ſhort z may I not hope to ſupplant him in your Eſ- 
teem; [ Miran. /ighs | Good, ſhe anſwers as I could 
wiſh —You'll not conſent to marry then? [Miran. fights] 
How doubtful in that ——Undone again—— Humph ! 
but that may proceed from his power to keep her out 
of her Eſtate till rwenty-five ; Il try that Come, 
Madam, I cannot think yoa heſitate on this Affair out 
of any Motive but your Fortune Let him keep it 
tiil thoſe few Years are expired; make me happy with 
your Perſon, let him enjoy your Wealth [ Miran. 
holds up her Hands.) Why, what Sign is that now ? 
Nay, nay, Madam, except you obſerve my Leſion, I 
can't underſtand your Meaning—— | 

Sir Fran. What a Ven_eance, are they talking by 
Signs ! ad I may be fool d here: what do you mean, 
Sir George? , 

Sir Geo. To cut your Throat if you dare mutter 
another Syilavle. 

Sir Fran Od! I wiſh he were fairly out of my 
Houſe. | | 
Sir Geo. Pray, Madam, will you anſwer me to the 
Purpoſe ? [Miran fakes her Head and points to Sir 
Francis ] What does ſhe mean? ſhe won't anſwer me 
to the Purpoſe, or is the afraid yon old Cuff ſhould 
underſtand her Signs ?——Ay, it muſt be that I per- 
ceive, Madam, you are too apprehenſive of the Pro- 
miſe you have made to follow my Rules ; therefore 
I'll ſuppoſe your Mind, and anſwer for you Firit 
for myſelf, Madam, that U'm in Love with you is an 
infallible Truth. Now for you: [Turns on her Side.) 
Indeed, Sir! and may I believe it ?——As certainly, 


Madam, as that 'tis Day-light, or that I die if you 


perſiſt in Silence———Bleſs me with the Muſick of 


your Voice, and raiſe my Spirits to their proper Hea- 
ven. Thus low let me entreat; ere I'm obliged to 


quit 
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quit this Place, grant me ſome token of a favourable 
Reception to keep my Hopes alive. {Ari/es haſtily 
and turns of her Side.] Riſe, Sir, and ſince my 
Guardian's Preſence will not allow me Privilege of 
Tongue, read that, and reſt aſſured you are not in. 
diſlerent to me. [Offers her a Leiter.] Ha! right Woman! 
[ She ſtrikes it duus ] But no matter, I'll £0 on. 

Sir Fran. Ha! what's that? A Letter——Ha, ha, ha, 
thou art baulk*d, 

Aran. The beſt Aſſurance I ever ſaw [4/ de. 

Sir Geo. Ha! a Letter; Oh! let me kiſs it with the 
ſame raptures that I would do the dear Hand that 
touch'd it. [Opens it.] Now for a quick fancy, and 
a long extempore What's here? | Reads.] Dear 
„Sir George, this Virgin Viuſe-I confectate to you, 
« which-when it has received the Addition of your 
« Voice, *twill charm me into a Deſire of Liberty to 
ho Love, which yon, and only you can fc“ My 
Angel! Oh you tranſport me! [Ae the Letter] 
Aud fee the power of your Command: the God of 
Love has ſet the Verſe already: the flowing Numbers 
dance into a Tune, and I'm inſpir'd with a Voice to 
ſing it. 

Miran. Pm ſure thou art inſpir” d with impudence 
enough. 

Sir Geo. [Sing 


Great Love inſpire lim: 
Say I admire him; 

Gize me the Luer 

That can diſcover 

Secret Devoticn 

From ſilent Motion; 
Then don't betray me, 
But hence convey mes 


Sir Geo. i Taking hotd off. Miranda.] W3 all my 
Heart, this Moment let's retire, 


[ Sir. Francis coming up haſtily. 


Sir Iran. The Hour is exptr'd, Sir, and you muſt 
take your leave. There, my Girl, there's the Hun- 
dred Pounds which thou haàſt wen, £0, Vil be with 
you preſently. Ha, ha, wy ua. Exit Mirar da. 
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Sir Geo. Ads Heart, Madam, you won't leave me 
Juſt in the Nick, will you? 

Sir Fran. Ha, ha, ha, ſhe has nick'd you, Sir George, 
] think. Ha, ha, ha, have you any more Hundred 
Pounds to throw away upon Courtſhip ? Ha, ha, ha. 

Sir Geo. He, he, he, be, a Curſe of your fleering 
Jeſts— Let however ill I ſucceed, I'll venture the 
tame Wager, ſhe dces not value thee a Spoonful of 
Snuff Nay more, tho* you enjoin'd her Silence 
to me, you'll never make her ſpeak to the purpoſe 
with yourſelf. 

Sir Fran, Ha, ha, ha, did not I tell thee thon 
would'ſt repent thy Money? Did I not ſay ſhe hated 
young Fellows, Ha, ha, ha. | 

Sir Geo. And Pm poſitive ſhe's not in Love with 
Age. 

Sir Fran. Ha, ha, no matter for that ; Ha, ha, ſhe's 
not taken with your Youth} nor your rhetorick to 
boot, Ha, ha. | 

Sir Geo, Whate'er her Reaſons are for diſliking of 
me, I am certain ſhe can be taken with nothing 
about thee. 

Sir Fran, Ha, ha, ha, hew he ſwells with Envy 
Poor Man, poor Man Ha, ha; I muſt 
beg your pardon, Sir George; Miranda will be im- 
patient to have her ſhare of Mirth: Verily we ſhall 
laugh at thee moſt egregiovſly ; Ha, ha, ha. 

Sir Geo. With all my Heart, Faith, I ſhall 
laugh in my turn too For if = dare marry her, 
old Belzebub, you would be cuckolded moſt egregi- 
ouſly ; Remember that and tremble. 


- She that to Age her beauteous ſelf "reſigns, 
Seas witty Management for cloſe Deſigns. 
Then if thou'rt grac d with fair Miranda's Bed, 
Actæon's Horns ſhe means /Aul crown thy Head. 
| [Exit, 
Sir Fran. Ha, ha, ha; he is mad, 
Theſe fluttering Fops imagine they camvind, 
Turn, and decoy to Love all Woman- kind. 
But here's a proof of Wiſdom in my Charge, 
Old Men are conſtant, young Men live at ; = 


The 
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The frugal Hand can Bills at Sight defray, 
When he thatlaviſh is, has Nought to pax. 
[Exit, 
SCENE Changes to Sir Jealous Traffick's Houſe. 


Euter Sir Jealous, Iſabinda, Patch fullowing, 

Sir Feal. What, in the Balcony again, notwith- 
ſtanding my poſitive Commands to, the contrary !— 
Why don't you write a Bill upon your Forehead, to 
ſhew Paſſengers there's ſomething to be let 

Iſab. What harm can there be in a little freſh Air, 
Sir? | 
Sir Zeal, Is your Conſtitution ſo hot, Miſtreſs, that 
it wants cooling, ha? Apply the virtuous Spaniſh 
Rules, baniſh your Taſte, and thoughts of Fleſh, 
feed upon Roots, and quench your Thirſt with Wa- 
ter. 

Jab. That and a cloſe Room would certainly make 
me die of the Vapours. ; 

Sir Jeal. No, Miſtreſs, *tis your high fed, luſty, 
rambling, rampant Ladies that are troubled with 
the Vapours ; 'tis your Ratafia, Perſico, Cinnamon, 
Citron, and Spirit of Clary, that cauſes ſuch Swi— 
ming in the Brain, that carries many a Guinea full- 
tide to the Doctor, But you are not to be bred this 
way; no galloping abroad, no receiving Viſits at 
home ; for, in our looſe Country, the women are as 
dangerous as the Men. 

Patch. So 1 told her, Sir, and that it was not de- 
cent to be ſeen in a Balcony But ſhe threatened 
to ſlap my Chops, and told me I was her Servant, 
not her Governeſs. 

Sir Feal. Did the ſo? But PIl make her to know, 
that you are her Duenna: Oh that incomparable 
Cuſtom of Spain! Why here's no depending upon. 
old Women in my Country for they are as wanton 
at Eighty, as a girl of Eighteen; anda Man may as 
ſafely truſt to 4ſzil's Tranſlation, as to his Grand-mo- 
ther's not marrying again. 

Iſab. Or to the Spaniſh Ladies Veils and Duennas, for 
the ſafeguard of their Honour, 

Sir cal. Dare to ridicule the cautious Conduct of 
C 2 that 
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that wiſe Nation, and I'll have you lock'd up this Fort- 
night without a Peep hole. 

Iſab. If we had but the ghoſtly Helps in England, 
which they have in Spain, I might deceive you it 
you did - Sir, *tis not the Reſtraint, but the innate 
Principles, ſecure the Reputation and Honour of our Sex 
Let me tell you, Sir, Confinement ſharpens the 
Invention, , as want of Sight ſtrengthens the other 
Senſes, and is often more pernicious, than the Recreation 
innocent Liberty allows. 

Sir Feal. Sy you ſo, Miſtreſs; who the Devil 
taught you the Art of Reaſoning? I aſſure you, they 
muſt have a greater Faith than I pretend to, that can 
think any Woman innocent who requires Liberty. 
Therefore, Patch, 10 your Charge I give her; lock 
her up till I come back from Change; I ſhall have 
ſome ſauntering Coxcomb, with nothing but a red 
Coat and a Feather, think, by leaping into her Arms, 
to leap into my Eftate——But Il prevent them; ſhe 
ſhall be only Seigneur Babinetto's. 

Patch, Really, Sir, I wiſh you would employ any 
Body elſe in this Affair; 1 lead a Life like a Dog, 
with obeying your Commands, Come, Madam, will 
you pleaſe to be lock'd up ? h 

Tab. Ay, to enjoy more Freedom than he is aware 
of. [A/ide.] | [Exit avith Patch. 

Sir Jeal I believe this Wench is very true to my 
Intereſt; I am happy I met with her, if I can but 
keep my Daughter from being blown upon till Seig- 
neur -Babinet!9a ariives; Who ſhall marty her as ſoon 
as he com's, and carry her to Hain as toon as he has 
marry'd her; ſhe has a pregnant Wit, and I'd no 
more have her an Engi: Wile, thin the Grand 
Seiznor's Miſtreſs, 

Enter Whiſper, h 
* TVhiſp. So, 1 ſee Sir Jealaus go out; where ſhall l 
fund Mrs, Pact, now? 1 
| | Enter Patch. | 

Patch. Oh, Mr. Whiſper, my Lady ſaw you out at tle 
Window, and order'd me to bid you fly, and let your 
Maier know ſhe's now alone. | * 
Liſp. Hulh, ſpeak fottly ; I go, I go; But bark'ee 
| | Mrs, 
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Mrs. Patch, ſhall not you and I have a little Confa- 
bulation, when my Maſter and your Miſtreſs are 
engag'd? 
Patch. Ay, ay, Farewell. 
| [Goes in and ſhuts the Door. 


Re-enter Sir Jealous Trafhck meeting Whiſper. 

Sir Feal, Sure, whilſt L was talking with Mr. Trade- 
well, 1 heard my Door clap. [Seeing Whiſper.] Ha! 
a Man lurking about my Houſe ;z. who do you want 
there, Sir ? 

Whiſp., Want——want, a pox, Sir Jealous! what 
muſt I ſay now ?—— _ 

Sir Jeal. Ay, want? have you a Letter or Meſſage for 
any Body there? ——O? my Conſcience, this is ſome 
He Bawd—--- ** . 

Whiſp. Letter or Meſſage, Sir! 

Sir Feal. Ay, Letter or Meſſage, Sir! 

ie. No, not I, Sir. [2 

Sir Zeal. Sirrah, Sirrah, I'll have you ſet in the 
Stocks, if you don't tell me your Buſineſs immedi. 
aheny. 


Whiſp. Nay, Sir, my Buſinefs------it is no great, mat- 


ter of Buſineſs neither ; and yet ts Buſineſs of Con- 


ſequence too. 

Sir Jeal. Sirrah. don't trifle with me. 

Whiſp. Trifle, Sir, have you found him, Sir? 

Sir Zeal. Found what, you Raſcal? 

Whiſp. Why Trifl: is the very Lap-Dog my Lady loſt, 
Sir; I fancy I ſeen him run into this Houſe. Pm glad 
you have bim Sir, my Lady wil: be overjoyed that L 
found bim. ä 

Sir Jeal. Who is your Lady, Friend? 

Whip. My Lady Love-Puppy, Sir. 

Sir Zeal, My Lady Love-Puppy then prithee care 
ry thyſelf to her, for I know no other Whelp that 
belongs to. her; ard let me catch you no more Puppy- 
hunting about my Doors, leit I have you preſt into {8 
Service, Sirrah. E 

Whiſp. By no means, Sir Your humble Ser- 
vant; I muſt watch whether he goes, or no, before I 
can tell my Maſter. | | 

Sir eal, This Fellow has the officions Leer of a 
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Pimp; and I half ſuſpect a Deſign; but L' be upon 
them before they think on me, 1 warrant 'em. ' 
; [ Exit. 

S CE NE, Charles's Lodging. 


EFEe᷑ nter Charles and Marplot. 


char. Honeſt Marplot, Ithank thee for this Supply; 
I expect my Lawyer with a Thouſand Pound I have 
order d him to take up, and then you ſhall be repaid, 

Harp. Pho, - pho, no more of that; here comes 


Sir George Airy 

Enter Sir George. 
Curſedly out of Humour at his Diſappointment ; ſee 
how he looks! Ha, ha, ha. 

Sir Geo. Ah, Chayles, Tam ſo humbled in my Preten- 
ſions to Plots upon Women, that I believe 1 ſhall never 
have Courage enough to atiempt a Chamber-maid again 
—-—PÞ'll tell thee. | 

Cha. Ha, ha; Vil ſpare you the Relation, by tell- 
ing you Impatient to know your Buſineſs with my 
Father, when I ſaw you enter, I flipt back into the 
next Room, where I overheard every Syllable. 

Sir Geo. That I faid——Bur Ii be hang'd if you 
heard her An{wer—-But prithee tell me, Charles, is 
the a Fool? | | ; 

Cha. I ne'er ſuſpected her for one; but Marplo 
can in form yor. better, if you'll allow kim a Judge. 

Marp A Fool? PI juſtify ſhe has more Wit than 
all the reſt of her Sex put together; why ſhe'll rally 
me till I han't one Word to {ay for myſelf. 

Cha, A mighty Proof of her wit truly 

Marp There muſt be ſome trick in't, Sir George; 
Egad I il find it out if it coſt me the Sum you paid for't, 

Sir Geo. Do, and command me 

arp. Enough, let me alone to trace a Secret. 

Enter Whiſper, and ſpeaks afide tu his Maſter, 

The Devil ! Whiſper here again ; that Fellow never 
ſpeaks out; is this the ſame, or a new Secret? Sir 
George, won't you alk Charles what News Whiſper 
brings? 

Sir. Geo. Not I, Sir; I ſuppoſe it does not relate 
to me. | 


Marp. Lord, Lord, how little Curioſity ſome go 
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ple have! Now as / chicf Pleaſvre lies in knowing 
every Body's Buſineſs. 

Sir Geo. I fancy, Charles, thou haſt ſome Engage- 
ment upon thy Hands: I have a little Buſineſs too 
--- Marplot, if it fall in your way to bring me any In- 
telligence from Miranda, you'll find me at the Thatch'd 
Houle at Six | 

Marp. You do me much Honour, 

cha. You gueſs right. Sir George, wiſh me ſucceſs. 

Sir Geo. Better than attended me. Adieu. f Exit, 

Cha. Marplot, you muſt excuſe me---—- 

Marp. Nay, nay, what need of any Excuſe amongſt 
Friends! I'll go with you. 

Cha, Indeed you muſt not. | | 

Marp. No! then I ſuppoſe tis a Duel, and I will 
go to ſecure ye. ; 25 1 

cha. Secure me ? why, you won't fight? 

 Marp. What then! I can call the People to part 


e. 
Ne Cha. Well, but it is no Duel, conſequently no Dan- 
ger; therefore prithee be anſwer'd. 
Mar. What, is't a Miſtreſs then?------Mum-----You 
know I can be ſilent upon Occaſion. 
Cha. 1 wiſh you could be civil too; I tell you, you 
neither muſt nor ſhall go with me. Farewell. [Exit. 
Marp. Why then------I muſt and will follow you. 


[ Exit, 
The End of the Second A C T. 
1 
Enter Charles. | 
Cha E L L, here's the Houſe'which holds the 


lovely Prize, quiet and ſerene; here no 

noiſy Footmen throng to tell the World, that Beauty 

dwells within; no ceremonious Viſit makes the Lover 

wait; no Rival to give my heart a Pang; who would 
not ſcale the Window at Midnight without Fear of che 

jealous Father's Piſtols, rather than fill up the 1 
0 
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of a Coquet, where every Minute he is joſtled out ot 
Place, [ Knocks ſoftly. } Mrs. Patch, Mrs. Patch. 
Enter Patch. 
Patch. Oh, are you come, Sir? all's ſafe. 
Cha. So, in in then. | 
Enter Marplot. 


Marp. There he goes: Who the Devil lives here? 
Except-I can find out that, I am as far from knowing 
his Buſineſs as ever; Gad I'll watch, it may be a 
Bawdy-houſe, and he may have his Throat cut; if 
there ſhould be any Miſchief. I can make Oath he went 
in. Well, Charles, in ipight of your Endeavour to 
keep me out of the Secret, I may fave your Life 
for aught I know : At that corner I'll plant wylelf, there 
J ſhall lee whoever goes in, or comes out. Gad I love 
Diſcoveries, Exit. 


SCENE draws. Charles, Iſabinda, a Patch. 


Jſab. Patch, look out ſharp ; have a care of Dad. 
Patch, I warrant you. 

Iſab. Well, Sir, if I may judge your Love by your 
Courage I ought to believe you lincere ; for = ven- 
ture into the Lion's Den when you come to {ec me. 

cha. If you'd conſent while the furious Beaſt is 
abroad, I'd free you from the reach of his Paws. 
Jab. That would be but to avoid one Danger by 
running into another; like the poor Wretches vwho H 
the burning Ship, and meet their Fate in the Water. 
Come, come, Charles, I fear if 1 conſult T A. 
Confinement and Plenty, is better than Liberty and 
Starving. I know you'd make the Frolick pleaſing 
for a little Time, by _— and doing a World of 
tender things; but when our {n:1l] Snb{tance is once ex- 
hauſted, and a thouſand Requiſites for Life arc want- 
ing, Love, who rarely dwells with Poverty, would 
alſo fail us. . 

Cha. Faith, I fancy not; methinks my Heas t 1128 
hid up a Stock will laſt for Life; to back which 1 
have taken a thoufand Pound upon my tncle's Estate; 
that ſurely will ſupport us till one of our Fitiers ren. 

Iſab. There's no truſting to that, rry Fri nd gz 1 doubt 
your Father will carry his humour to. the grave, aud 
mine until he fees. me ſeitled in Spain. 


Ca. 
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Cha. And can you then cruelly reſolve to ſtay till that 
curs'd Don arrives, and ſuffer that Youth, Beauty, Fire 
and Wit, to be ſacrificed to the Arms of a dull Spaniard, 
to be immur*d and forbid the Sight of any thing that's 
human ? | | | 

Jab. No, when it comes to that Extremity, and no 
Stratagem can relieve us, thou ſhalt liſt for a Soldier, 
and I' carry the Knapfack after thee. | 

Cha. Bravely reſolv'd; the World cannot be more 
ſavage than our Parents, and Fortune generally aſſiſts 
the Bold; therefore conſent now: Why ſhould we put 
it to a future Hazard? Who knows when we ſhall have 
another Opportunity ? = 

I/ab. Oh you have your Ladder of Ropes, I ſup- 
pole, and the Cloſet Window ſtands juſt where it did 
and if you han't forgot to write in Characters, Patch 
will find a way for our Aſſignations. Thus mach 
of the Spani/h Contrivance my Father's Severity has 
taught me; 1 thank him: Tho! I hate the Nation, I ad- 


mire their management in theſe ? flairs. 


Enter Patch. 


Patch. Oh, Madam, I ſee my Maſter coming up 
the Street. 

cha. Oh the Devil, wou'd I had my Ladder now. 
1 thought you had not expected him till Night ; why, 
why, why, Why, what ſhall I do, Madam? F 
 J{b., Oh! for Heaven's ſake ! don't go that Way, 
you'll meet him full in the Teeth z Oh unlucky Mo- 
ment! - 

Cha. Adſheart, can you ſhut me into no Cupboard, 
ram me into no Cheſt, ha? 

Patch. Impoſſible, Sir, he ſearches every Hole in 
the Houle, 1 | 

Jab. Undone for ever! if he ſees you, I ſhall never 
ſee you more. 43 2 
Patch. 1 have thought on't: Run you to your 
Chamber, Madam, and Sir, come you along with 
me, I'm certain you may eaſily get down from the 
Balcony. 

Cha. My Life, Adieu——Lead on, guide. [ Exit. 

Lab. Heaven preſerve him ! | Exit. 


— 


SCENE 
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1 SCENE changes to the Street. 


Enter Sir ſealous, with Marplot behind him. 
Sir Feal. I don't know what's the matter, but I 
have a (irong Suſpicion all is not right within; that 
Fellow's ſauntering about my Door, and his Tale of a 
Puppy' had the Face of a Lye methought. By St. 
Jago, if I thould find a Man in my Houle, Pd make 
Mince-meat of him 
Marp Ah ! poor che- —ha ! Egad he is old 
I fancy I might bully him, and make Charles have an 
Opinion of my Courage. 
Sir Feal, My own Key ſhall let me in; Ill give them 
no Warning, | | Feeling for his Key, 
Marp. What's that you ſay, Sir? 
| [Going up to Sir Jealous, 
Sir Jeal. What's that you (ay, Sir? 
[Purns guick upon him, 
Marp. Yes, tis to me, Sir; for the Gentleman 
you threaten is a very honeſt Gentleman. Look to't; 
for if he comes not as ſafe out of your Houſe as he went 
in, I have half a dozen Myrmidons hard by ſhall be at it 
about your Ears. | 
Sir Jeal. Went in? What is he in then? Ah! a Com- 
binationito undo me I'll Myrmidon you, ye Dog you 
—Þ- Thieves, Thieves! 
[Beats Marplot all the while he cries Thieves, 
Marp. Murder, Murder; I was not in your Houle, 
Sir, 


Enter Servant, 


Serv, What's the matter, Sir? 

Sir Jeal. The matter, Raſcals? Have you Jet a 
Man into my Houſe? but I'll flea him alive; follow 
me, I'll not leave a Mouſe-hole unſearch'd ; if I find 
him, by St. Jago, I'll equip him for the Opera. 

Marp. A Deuce of his Cane, there's natruſting to Age 

— What ſhall I do to relieve Charles F Cgad 
I'll raiſe the Neighbourhood -Murder, Murder 
(Charles drops down upon him from the Balcony) 
Charles, faith I'm glad to ſee thee ſafe out with all my 
Heart. 

Cha. A Pox of your Bawling: How the Devil 
came you here ? | 


| Marp. 
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Marp. Here, gad, I have done you a piece of 
Service; I told the old Thunderbolt, that the Gen- 
tleman that was gone in was 

Cha. Was it you that told him, Sir? (Laying hold 
ef him )*Sdeath, I could cruſh thee into Atoms. 

[Exit Charles. 


Marp. What? will you choak me for my Kindneſs ? 
will myenquiring Soul never leave ſearching 
into other People's Affairs, till it gets ſqueez*dout of my 
Body? I dare not follow him now, for my Blood, he's in 
ſuch a Paſſion-—— —P'll to Miranda; if I can diſcover 
aught that may oblize Sir George, it may be a means to 
reconcile me again to Charles 

Enter Sir Jealous and Servants. 

Sir Feal. Are you ſure you have ſearch'd every 
waere ? 

Serv. Yes, from the Top of the Houle, to the 
Rottom. 

Sir Jeal, Under the Beds, and over the Beds? 
5 Serv Jes, and in them too, but found no Body, 

ir. 
Sir Teal, Why, what con'd this Rogue mean? 
Enter Iſabinda and Patch. 


Patch. Take Courage, Madam, I ſaw him ſafe 
out. [Aide to Iſabe 

Jſab. Bleſs me! what's the matter, Sir ? 

Sir 7eal You know beſſ —Pray where's the. 
Man that was here juſt now ? 

I/ab. What Man, Sir? 1 ſaw none! 

Patch. Nor I, by the Truſt you repoſe in me; do you 


think I wou'd let a Man come within theſe Doors when 


you are abſent ? 

| 8 Ab, Paten, ſne may be too cunning for thy 
Honeſty ; the very Scout that he had ſet to give Warn- 
ing, diſcover'd it to me - and threaten'd me 
with half a dozen Myrmidon.— —— gut I think I 
maul'd the Villain, Theſe Afflictions you draw upon 
me, Miſtreſs! 

Iſab. Pardon me, Sir, tis your own ridiculous Hu- 
mour draws you into theſe Vexations, and gives eyery 
Fool Pretence to banter you. 

Sir Jeal. No, 'tis your idle Conduct, your co- 
quetiſh 
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uetiſh Flurting in the Balcony ———Oh with what 
Joy ſhall I reſign thee into the Arms of Don Diego 
Babinetto. Be 
Jab. And with what Induſtry ſhall I avoid him! 
| [ Aſide, 
Sir Feal. Certainly that Rogue had a Meſſage from 
ſome Body or other ; but being baulk'd by my coming, 
popt that Sham upon me. Come along ye Sorts, let's 
ſee if we can find the Dog azain. Patel, lock her 
up; d'ye hear? [Exit with Servants, 

Patch. Yes, Sir—ay, walk'till your Heels ake you'll 
find no Body, I promiſe you. 

Lab. Who could that Scout be, which he talks of? 

Patch. Nay, I can't imagine, without it was 
IWhiſper. 

Jab. Well, Patch, let's employ all our Thoughts 
how to eſcape H horrid Don Diego, my very Heart 
ſinks at his terrible Name. £2 

Patch. Fear not, Madam, Don Carlos, ſhall be the 
Man, or L'Il loſe the Reputation of Contriving ; and 
then what's a Chambermaid good for ? 

Jab. Say*ſt thou fo, my Girl: Then—— 


Let Dad be jealous, multiply his Cares, 

While Lyve inftruits me to avid the Snares: 

» PU, fpight of all his Spanith cartion, ſhow T7 
How much for Love a Britiſh Maid can dv. QLExit. 


8 SEN E Sir Francis Gripe's Houſe. 


dir Francis and Miranda meeting. 
Miran, Well, Guardee, how did I perform my dumb 
Scene ? 121%; 3 oe 
Sir Fran. TO Admiration——— Thou dear little 
Rogue, let me buſs thee for it: Nay, adod, I will, 
Chargee, ſo muzzle, aad tuzzle, and hug thee y Iwill, 
fan, 1 iwaſt. [Huzging and tifing her. 
Miran. Nay, Guardee, don't be ſo laviſh. Who wou'd 
ride Poſt, when the Journey laſts for Life! 
Sir Fran. Ah wag, ah wag—Pl. buſs thee again fur 
that. Kr ! Hg 
Miran. Fauph ! how be ſtinks of Tobacco! what 
a delicate. Bedfellow I ſhould have ey by 
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Sir Fran. Oh! I'm tranſported! When, when, my 
Dear, wilt thou convince the World of thy happy 
Day ? When ſhall we be merry, ha? - 

Miran, There's nothing wanting but your Conſent, 
Sir Francis, 

Sir Fran. My conſent! What does my Charmer 
mean? 

Miran. Nay, 'tis only a Whim : But Ill have every 
thing according to form-— Theretore, when you ſign 
an authentick Paper, drawn up by an able Lawyer, 
that I have your Leave to matry, the next Day 
makes me yours, Guardee. 

Sir Fran. Ha, ha, ha, Whim indeed! Why, is je 
not Demonſtration I give my Leave when I mar: 
thee ? 

Miran. Not for your Reputation, Gwuergee ; the 
malicious World will be apt to fay, you trick'd me 
into Marriage, and ſotake the Merit from my Choice. 
Now I will have the Act my own, to let the igle Fops 
ſee how much l prefer a Man loaded with Years and 
Wiſdom. 

Sir Fran. Humph ! Prithee leave out Years, Char- 
gee, I'm not ſo old as thou ſhalt find: Adod, Pm young; 
there's a Caper for you. [ Pumps. 

AMiran. Oh never excuſe it, why J like you the bet- 
ter for being old—Bur 1 hail ſuſpe&t you don't love, 
if you refuſe me this Formality. 

Sir Fra Not love thee, Chargee! Adod, I do love 
thee better than, than, than, better than —— what ſhall 
I ſay? gad, better than Money, I faith I do 

Vran. That's falſe Pm ſure (Ajide.) To prove ir, do 
this then. | | | 

Sir Fran. Well, Iwill do it, Ch, rgee, provided 1 
bring a Licenſe at the ſame time. 

Miran. Ay, and a Varſbn too, if you pleaſe; Ha, ha, 
ha, I can't help laughing to think how all the young 
Coxcom bs about Town will be mortify'd when they 
hear of our Marriage. 

Sir Fran. So they will, fo they will, Ha, ha, ha. 

Miran. Well, I fancy 1 ſhall be ſo happy with my 
Gu: rdee | ; ; 

Sir Frau. If wean Pearls and Jewels, or eating 
| | Gold, 
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Gold, as the old Saying is, can make thee happy, 
thou ſhalt be ſo, my {weeteſt, my lovely, my charm- 
ing, My———verily 1 know not what to call thee. 

Miran. You muſt know, Guardee, that I am fo ca- 
cer & have this Buſineſs concluded, that I have em- 
ploy'd my Woman's Brother, u ho is a Lawyer in the 
Temple, to ſettle Matters juſt to your liking you are 
to give your Conſent to my Marriage, which is to 
yourlelf you know: But Mum, yon muſt take no no- 
rice of that. So then J will, that is, with your Leave, 
put my Writings into his Hands; then To-morrow we 
come flap upon them with a Wedding that no Body 
mg on; by which you ſeize me and my Eſtate, 
and, | ſuppoſe, make a Boiifire of your awn Act and 
Deed. 

Sir Fran. Nay but, Chargee, if 


Miran Nay, Guardee, no ifs ———-— Have I refus d | 


three Northern Lords, two Britiſſi Peers, and half a 
{core Knights, to have you put in your Its? 

Sir Fran. So thou hait, indeed, and I will truſt to 
thy Management. Od, I'm all of a Fire. 

Miran. Tis a wonder the dry Stubble does not 

blaze. ES 
Enter Marplot 


Sir Fran. How now! who ſent for you, Sir? 
Whar's the hundred Pound gone already ? 
Marp. No, Sir, I don't want Money now. 


Sir Fran. No; that's a Miracle! but there's one 


thing you want, I'm ture. | 

Marp. Ay, what's that, Guardian? | 

Sir Fran, Manners. What, had I no Servants 
without? | | | 

Marp. None that con'd do my Buſineſs, Guardian, 
which is at preſent with this Lady. 

Mran. With me, Mr. Marplot! what is it, I be- 
ſeech you? wie -d a | 

Sir Fran. Ay, Sir, what is it? any thing that relates 
to her may be deliver'd to me. 

Marp. I deny that. 

Miran. That's more than I do, Sir. | | 

Marp. Indeed, Madam; why then to proceed: 
Fame ſays that you and my moſt conſcionable on” 
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an have deſign'd, contriv'd, plotted, and agreed, to 
chouſe a very civil, honourable, honeſt Gentleman, 
out of a hundred Pound. 

Miran. That I contriv'd it! | 

Marp. Ay you——You faid never a word againſt 
it, ſo far you are guilty. 

Sir Rau. Pray tell that civil, honourable, honeſt 
Gentleman, that if he has any more ſuch Sums to 
fool away, they ſhall be received like the lait; Ha, 
ha, ha, chous'd, quotha ! But hark ye, let him know 
at the ſame time, that if he dare to report I trick'd 
him of it, I ſhall recommend a Lawyer to him hall 
ſhew him a Trick for twice as much; D'ye hear? 
Tell him that. 
 Marp. So, and is this the way you uſe a Gemtle- 
man, and my Friend? 

Airan. Is the Wretch thy Friend? 

Marp. The Wretch ! look ye, Madam, don't call 
Names; Egad I wow take it. 

Miran. Why, you won't beat me, will you? Ha, 


Marp. I don't know whether I will or no. 

Sir Fren. Sir, I ſhall make a Servant ſhew you out 
at the Window, if you are ſaue y. | 

Marp. I am your moſt humble Servant, Guardian; L 
deſigu to go out the ſame way 1 came in. I wou'd onl 
alk this Lady, if ſhe does not think in her Soul Sir George 
Airy is not a fine Gentleman. TR 

Mir n. Te dreſtes well: 

Sir Fran. Which is chiefly owing to his Taylor and 
Valet de Chambre. e 

Miran. And if you allow that a Proof of his being a 
fine Gentleman, he is ſo. 

Marp. The judicions Part of the World allow him 


Wit, Courage, Sallantry, and Management; tho'I 


think he forfeited that Character, when he flung away 
a hundred Pound upon your dumb Ladyſhip. 
Sir Fran, Does that gaul him? ha, ha, ha. 
Miran. So Sir George, remaining in deep Diſcontent, 
hath ſent you, his truſty »Squire, to utter his Com- 
plaint: Ha, ha, ha. | 
Marp. Yes, Madam; and vou, like a cruel, hard- 
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hearted Jew value it no more——than I wou'd y6ur 
Ladythip, were I Sir George, you, you, you—— 

Miran Oh, don't call Names. 1 know you love 
to be employ*d, and I'll oblige you, and you ſhall carry 
him a Meſſage from me. | 

Mai p. According as I like it: What is it? 

Miran. Nay, a kind one you may be ſure——Firft 
rell him, I have choſe this Gentleman to have, and to 
hold, and ſ) forth. | 

[ Clapping her Hand into Sir Francis's, 

Sir Frau. Oh the dear Rogue, how I doat on her! 

[ Afede. 

Miran. And adviſe his Impertinence to trouble me 
no more, for I prefer Sir Fyancis for a Huſband before 
'all the Fops jn the Univerſe, | 

Marp. Oh Lord, Oh Lord! fhe's bewitch'd, that's 
certain; here's a Huſband for Eighteen Here's a 
Shape——Here's Bones a rattling in a Leathern Bag. 
[Turning Sir Francis about] Here*'s Buckram and 
Canvaſs to ſcrub you to Repencance. | 

Sir Fran. Sirrah, my Cane ſhall teach you Repen- 
tance preſently. | | A 

Marp. No Faith, I have felt his Twin: brother fro 
ſuch a wither'd Hand too lately. * 

Miran. One thing more; adviſe him to keep from 
the Garden Gate on the left Hand ; for if he dare to 
faunter there, about the Hour of Eight, as he uſed to 
do, he ſhall be ſaluted with a Piſtol or Blunderbuſs. - 

Sir Fran. O monſtrous ! Why Chargee, did he uſe 
ro come to the Garden Gate ? 

Miran. The Gardener deſcrib'd juſt ſuch another 
Man that always watch'd his coming out, and fain 
wou'd have brib'd him for his Entrance—— Tell him he 
mall find a warm Reception if he comes this Night. 

Marp. Piſtols and Blunderbuſſes? Egad, a warm 
Reception indeed; I ſhall take care to inform him of 
your Kindneſs, and to adviſe h:m to keep farther off. 
Miran. I hope he will underſtand my meaning better, 
than to follow your Advice. [ Aſide, 

Sir Fran, Thon haſt ſign'd, ſeal'd, and taken Poſ- 
ſeſlion of my Heart for ever, Chargee, Ha, ha, ha; 
and for you, Mr, Sauce-Box, let me have no more of 
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our Meflages, if ever you deſign to inherit your 
Tate, Gentleman. a 

Marp. Why there *tis now. Sure I ſhall be out of 
your Clutches one Day Well, Guardian, I ſay 
no more; but if you he nat as arrant a Cuckold, 
as e er drove Bargain upon the Exchange, or paid 
Attendance to a Court, I am the Son of a Whet- 
Stone; and ſo your hymble Servant. [ Exit. 

Miran, Don't forget the Meſſage; Ha, ha! 

Sir Fran. I am fo provok'd ! tis well he's gone. 

Miran. Oh mird him not, Gzardee, but let's ſign 
Articles, and then a 

Sir Han. And then Adod, I believe I am meta- 
morphoſed; my Pulſe beats high, and my blood boils, 
methinks,—— ſing and hug girg her. 

Airin. O tye, Gucrdee, be not ſo violent; conſiderthe 
Market laſts all the Lear — Well, I'Il in and ſee if the 
Lawyer be come, you'll follow. [ Exit. 

Sir Fran. Ay, to the World's End, my Dear. Well, 
| Frank, thou art a lucky Fellow in thy old Age, to have 
fuck; a delicate Morſel and Thirty Thouſand Pound in 
Love with thee ; I ſhall be the Envy of the Batchelors. 


the Glory of marry'd Men, and the Wonder cf the 


Town, Some Guardians would be glad to .com- 
pound for part of the eſtate, at diſpatching an 
Heireſs, but I engroſs the whole: . Miki preteritos 
referat ſi Jupiter dnnos ! 


SCENE Changes to a Tavern; diſcovers Sir 
George and Charles with Hine before them, Whiſper 
waiting. , 


Sir Geo. Nay, prithee don't be grave, Charles; Miſ- 
fortunes will happen Ha, ha. ha, tis ſome Comfort to 
have a Companion in our Sufferings, 

Cha. I am only apprehenſive for Iſabinda, her Father's 
Humour is impiacable; and how far his Jealouſy may 
TING" him to her Undoing, ſhocks my Soul to 
think. 

Sir Geo, But ſince you eſcap'd gundiſcover'd by 
2 his Rage will quickly laſh into a Calm, neyer 

wh. 

Cha, But who knows what that unlucky Dog, 

| D 3 Marplot, 
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Marplot, told him; nor can 1 imagine what brought 
him thither ; that Fellow is ever doing Miſchief; and 
yet, to give him his due, he never deſigns it, This is 
ſome blundering Adventure, wherein he thought to 
Mew his Friendlhip, as he calls it; a Curſe on him. 

; Sir Geo. Then you muſt forgive him; what faid 
ee? | | 

Cha. Said ! nay, Thad more mind to cut your Throat, 
than hear his Excuſes, 

Sir Geo. Where is he. | 

[Vhiſp. Sir, I ſaw him go into Sir Francis Gripe's 
juſt now. | 5 

cha. Oh! then he's upon your Buſineſs, Sir 
George; a thouſand to one but he makes ſome miſtake 
there too. 

Sir Geo. Impoſſible, without he huffs the Lady, and 
makes love to Sir Francis. 

Enter Drawer. 

Draw. Mr. Marplit is below, Gentlemen, and deſires 
to know if he may have Leave to wait upon ye. 

Cha. How civil the Rogue is when he has done a 
Fault ! - 

Sir Geo, Ha! deſire him to walk up. Prithee, 
Char e, throw off this Chagrin, and be good Com- 
pany, | 

Cha. Nay, hang him, I'm nct angry with him. 
Whiſper. fetch me Pen, Ink, and Paper. 

Whiſp. Yes, Sir. 

| Enter Marplot. 

Cn. Do but mark his ſheepiſh Look Sir George. 

Marp. Dear Charles, don't o'erwhelm a Man 
a'ready under unſupportable Affliction, I'm ſure I 
always intended to ſerve my friends; but if my mali- 
cious Stars deny the Happineſs, is the Fault mine ? 

Sir Geo. Never mind him, Mr. Marplot ; he is eat up 
with Spleen. But tell me, what ſays Miranda? 

Marp. Says—-—nay, we are all undone there too. 

Cha. 1 told you fo ; nothing proſpers that he under- 
takes. 

Marp. Why can I help berhaving choſe your Father, 
fer Better for Worſe ? 

Cha. So; There's another of Fortune's Strokes. I 

ſuppole 


The Buſy Body. 43 


ſuppoſe I ſhall be edg'd out of my Eſtate with Twins 
every Yezr, let who will get 'em. 
Sir Geo, What, is the woman really pofi-ſt 2 - 
Marp. Yes, with the Spirit of Contradiction, ſhe 
rail'd at you moſt prodigiouſly. | 
Sir Geo. That's no ill Sign. 


, 


Enter Whiſper, with Pen, Ink and Paper. 

Marp. You'd ſay it was no. good Sign, if you 
knew all. | 1 * 

Sir Geo, Why, prithee ? 

Mary. Hark'e, Sir George, let me warn you, pur- 
ſue your old Haunt no more, it may be dangerous. 
' [Charles /its down to write. 

Sir Geo My old Haunt, what do you mean ? 

Marp. Why, in ſhort then, fince you will have it, 
Miranda vows if you dare approach the Garden Gate at 
Eight o*Clock, as you us'd you ſhall be ſaluted with a 
Blunderbuſs, Sir. Theſe were her Words; nay, ſhe 
bid me tell you ſo too. 

Sir Geo. Ha! the Garden-Gate at Eight, as I us'd to 
do! There muſt be a Meaning in this. Is there ſuch a 
Gate, Charles ? 

Cha, Yes, yes; it opens into the Park; I ſuppoſe her 
Ladyſhip has made many a ſcamper rhrough it. 

Sir Geo. It muſt be an Aſſignation then. Ha! my 
Heart ſprinzs with Joy, tis a propitious Omen. My 
dear Marplot, let me embrace thee, thou art my Friend, 
my better Angel 

Marplot. What do you mean, Sir George? 

Sir Geo, No matter what I mean. Here, take a Bum- 
per to the Garden- Gate, ye dear wr” Jr you. 

Marp You have Reaſon tobe tranſported, Sir George, 
1 have ſav'd your Life. 

Sir Geo. My Life! thou haſt ſav'd my Soul, Man.— 
Charles, if thou doſt not pledge his Health, may'ſt 
thou never taſte the joys of Love. 

Cha Whiſper, be ſure you take care how you deliver 
this (Gives him the Letter) bring me the Anſwer to my 
Lodgings. 

Vip. 1 warrant you, Sir, 

Marp. Whither does that Letter go ?>Now dare 
I not aſk for my Blood, 

? Cha. 
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Cha. Now I'm for you. 
Sir Geo. To the Garden Gate at the Hour of Eight, 
Charles, along, Huzza ! 

Cha. I begin to conceive yau. ; 

Marp. That's more than I do, Egad ———-— to the 
Garden Gate, Huzza, {Drinks.) But i hope you de- 
ſign to keep far enough off on't, Sir George. 

Sir Geo. Ay, ay, never fear that; the ſhall ſee I 
deſpiſe her Frowus; Jet her uſe her Blunderbuſe a ainſt 
the next Fool, the ſhan't reach me with the Smoak, 
I warrant her, Ha, ha, ha. 

. Maxp. Au, Charles, if you cou'd receive a Diſap- 
pointment thus, Eu Cavalier, one ſhou'd have ſome 
Comfort in being beat for you. 

Cha, The Fool comprehends nothing, 

Sir Geo. Nor wou'd I have him; prithee take him 
along with thee. | 

Cha. Enough: Marplot, you ſhall go home with me. 

_ Marp. I'm glad Pm well with him however. Sir 
George, yours. Egad, Charles, aſking me to go 
home with him, gives me a ſhrewd Suſpicion there s 
more in the Garden Gate than 4 comprehend. Fach, 
Pill give him the Drop, and away to Guardian's, and 
find it out. hte 

Sir Geo. I kiſs both your Hands—And now for the 
Garden-Gate. | 

It's Beauty gives the Aſſignation there, 

Aud Love too powerful grows tadmit of Fear, [Exit. 


The End of the Third ACT. 


WE 


SCENE, the Outſide of Sir Jealons Traffick's 
Houſe, Patch peeping out of the Dor. 


Enter Whiſper, 


Whiſp. H Mrs. Patch, this is a lucky Minute, 
| to find you ſo readily, my Maſter dies 

with Impatience, | 
Patch. My Lady imagin'd ſo, and by her Orders 
1 have been ſcouting this Hour in fearch of you, to 
| | inform 
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inform yon, that Sir Jealous has invited ſome Friends 
to Supper with him to Nizht, which gives an Oppor- 
tunity to your Maſter to make uſe of his Ladder of 
Ropes: The Cloſet Window ſha'l be open, and Ja- 
binda ready to receive him; bid him come immediately. 


1hiſp. Excellent! He'll not diſappoint. I warrant - 


him: But hold, I have a Letter here, which I'm to 
carry an Anſwer of, I can't think what Language the 
Direction is. 

Patch. Pho, *tis no Language, but a Character 
which the Lovers invented to avert Diſcovery. Ha, 
I hear my old Maſter coming down Stairs, it is im- 
poſſible you ſhou'd have an 1. away and bid 
him come himſelf for that — begone, we are ruin'd 
if you're ſeen, for he has doubled his care ſince the 
laſt Accident. - 

Whiſp. I go, I go. | [ Exit, 

Patch, There go thou into my Pocket. Pues it 
beſide, and it down.) Now I'll up the Back- 
Stairs, leſt I meet him. Well, a dextrous Chamber- 
Maid is the Ladies beſt Utenſil, I ſay. | Exit, 

Enter Sir Jealous with a Letter in his Hand. 

Sir Feal. So, this is the Comfort ; this tells me 
that Seignor Don | Diego Babinetto is ſafely arriv'd 
he ſhall marry my Daughter the Minute he comes, ba! 
What's here? (Takes up the Letter Patch drop'd.) A 
Letter! I don't know what to make of the Super- 
ſcription Pil ſee what's within fide, (Opens it.) 
humph; 'tis Hetreu, I think. What can this mean? 
There muſt be ſome Tricks in it; this was certainly 
deſign'd for my Daughter, but I don't know that ſhe 
can ſpeak any Language but her Mother-Tongue, 
No matter for that, this may be one of Love's Hie- 
roglyphicks, and I fancy I ſaw Patch's Tail ſweep by. 
That Wench may be a Slut, and inſtead of guarding 
my Honour, betray it; I'll find it out, Pm refolv'd ; 
who's there ? 


Enter Servant, 


What anſwer did you bring from the Gentlemen I 

{ent you to invite ? 

Serv. That they'd. all wait of you, Sir, as I told 

you before, but I ſuppoſe you forgot, Sir. | 
Sir 
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Sir Jew, Did I ſo, Sir? but I ſhan't forget to break 
your Head, if any of them come, Sir. 

Serv. Come, Sir! why did you not ſend me to deſire 
their Company, Sir? 

Sir Jeal. But I ſend you now to deſire their Abſence 
ſay I have ſomething extraordinary fallen out, which 
calls me abroad contrary to Expectation, and atk their 
Pardon, and dy'e hear, ſend the Butler to me. 

Serv. Yes, Sir. 4 

| Enter Butler, 6 

Sir Feal. If this Paper has a Meaning, III find it, 
Lay the Cloth in my Daughter's Chamber, and bid 
the Cook ſend Supper thither preſently. 


But. Yes Sir———tHey day, what's the matter 


Sir Feal. He wants the Eyes of Argus, that has a 
young handſome Daughter in this Town; but my 
Comfort is, I ſhall not be troubled long with her. He 
that pretends to rule a Girl once in her Teens, had 
better be at Sea in a Storm, and wou'd be in leſs 
Danger; | 

For let him do and counſel all he can, | 
She thinks and dreams of nothing elſe but Man, [Exit. 


SCENE HIfabinda's Chamber. 
Iſabinda and Patch. 


Iſab. Are you ſure no Body ſaw you ſpeak to 
Whiſper | 
Hatch. Yes, very ſure, Madam; but I heard Sir 
Fealuus coming down Stairs, ſo I clapt this Letter into 
my Pocket. [ Feels fur the Letter. 

Jſab. A Letter! give it me quickly. 

Patch. Bleſs me ! what's become ont — I'm ſure I 
put it——— | Searching till. 

Iſab, Is it poſſible thou coud'ſt be fo careleſs?— Oh! 
I am undone for ever if it be loſt. | 

Patch. I muſt have dropp'd it upon the Stairs, But 
why are you ſo much alarm'd? If the worſt happens, no 


Body can read it, Madam, nor find out whom it was de- 


ſign'd for, 
Jab. If it falls into my Father's Hands, the very Fi- 
re of a Letter will produce ill Conſequences. Run, 
and look for it upon tlie Stairs this Moment. Patch, 
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Patch. Nay, I'm ſure it can be no where elſe- 
As ſhe's going out of the Door ſhe meets the Butler] How 
now, what do you want ? 
Butl. My Mafter order'd me to lay the Cloth here 
for his Supper. 
Iſab. Ruin'd! paſt Redemption [ Aide. 
Patch. You miſtake, ſure ; what ſhall we do? 
Iſab. 1 thought he expected Company to Night- 
Oh! poor Charles------Oh ! unfortunace Iſabinda. 
Butl. I thought ſo too, Madam, but 1 ſuppoſe he has 
alter'd his Mind. Lays the Cloth and Exit. 
Iſab. The Letter is the Cauſe ; this heedleſs Action 
has undone me: Fly and faſten the Cloſet Window, 
which will give Charles Notice to retire---—-Ha, my 
Father, Oh! Confuſion. | 
Enter Sir Jealous. TER: +, 
Sir Zeal. Hold, hold, Patch, whither are you 
in, > VII have no Body ſtir out of the Room tall after 
Supper. | | | 
Patch. Sir, I was only going to reach your eaſy 
Chair-——Qh! wretched Accident : 
Sir Jeal. I'll have no Body ſtir out of the Room, 
I don't want my eaſy Chair. | : 
Iſab. What will be the Event of this? - [Afide. 
Sir Jeal, Hark'ye, Daughter; Do you know this 
Hand ? * [ 4 
Jſab. As I ſuſpected 
ſome School-Boy's Scrawl. 
Patch, Oh! Invention, thou Chamber-maid's beſt 
Friend affiſt me, 
Sir Jeal. Are you ſure you don't underſtand it? 


[Patch feels in her boſom and ſhakes her Cloaths- 

Ifab. Do you underſtand it, Sir? | 

Sir Feal. I wiſh I did. 

Jab. Thank Heaven you do not. 12 9 Then I 
know no more of it than you do, indeed, Sir. 

Patch. O Lord, O Lord, what have you done, 
Sir? Why, the Paper is mine, I dropt it out of my 
Boſom. LSnatching it from him. 

Sir Teal, Hah! yours, Miſtreſs. ' 

Iſab. What does ſhe mean by owning it? [Aſide. 

Patch, Yes, Sir, it is, p 


Hand do you callit, Sir? 'Tis 
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Sir Teal. What is it? ſpeak. 
Patoh Why, Sir, it js a of for the Tooth-ach. 

l have worn it theſe ſeven Years ; *twas given me 

by an. Angel, for aught 1 know, when I was raving 

with the Pain; for no body knew fm whence he 
came, nor whither he went: He charg'd me never to 
open it, leſt ſome dire Vengeance befal me, and Hea- 

ven knows what will be the Event. Oh ! cruel Mil- 

fortune that 1 ſhould drop it, and you FOI open 

it if you had not open'd it—— 

Iſab. Excellent Wench ! [ Aſide. 

Sir Fea. Vox of your Charms and Whims for me; 

if that be all, tis well enough; there, there, burn it, 

and | warrant you no Vengeance will follow. 

Patch. So, all's right thus far. . [ Afide, 

Iſab 1 would not loſe Patch for the World—l'Il take 
Courage a little (de.) Is this og for your Daugh- 
ter, Sir? Muſt my Virtue and Conduct be ſuſpected for 
every Trifle? You immure me like ſome dire Offender 
here, and deny me all Recreations which my Sex en- 
joy, and the Cuſtom of the Country and Modeſty allow; 
yet not content with that, you make my Confinement 
more intolerable by your Miſtruſts and Jealouſies: 
wan's I were dead, ſo I were free from this. 

(Weeps. 

Sir Feal. To- morrow rids 3 you of this tireſome Load 
——Don Diego Babinetto will be here, and then my 
Care ends, and his begins. 

Iſab. Is he come then ? O, how ſhall l avoid this hat- 
ed Marriage? 

Enter Servants with Supper. 

Sir Feal, Come, will you fit down ? . 

Jab. I can't eat, Sir. | 

Patch. No, | dare ſwear he has given her Supper 
enough. I wiſh I could get into the Cloſet [Afide. 

Sir Feal. Well, if you can't eat, then give me a Song 
whilſt I do. 

Jab. 1 have ſuch a Cold, 1 can ſcarce ſpeak, Sir, 
much leſs ſing. How mall | prevent Charles coming 
in ? [ Afade, 

Sir Jeal. I hope you have the Uſe of your Fingers, 
Madam. Play a Tune upon your Spinnet, whilſt your 
Woman ſings me 2 Song. 
| | | Patch, 
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Patch, I'm as much ont of Tune as my Lady, if 
he knew alf. E 
Jab. I ſhall make excellent Muſick. 2 | 

[ Sits down to play. 
Patch. Really, Sir, I'm ſo frighted about your opening 
this Charm, that I can't remember one Song. 

Sir Jeal. Piſh, hang your Charm: Come, come, ſing 

any Thing. l | 

Patch, Yes, I'm likely to ſing truly, (Aſide.) Humpt; 

bungee, bleſs me, Sir, 1 cannot raife my Voice, my Heart 
pants ſo, 

Sir Jeal. Why, what does ycur Heart pant fo that you 

can't play neither ? Pray what Key are you in, ha? 

Patch, Ah, wou'd the Key was turned of you once. 

6 [ Aſide. 

Sir Feal. Why don't you ſing, I ſay? _ 

Patch. When Madam has put her Spinnct in Tune, 

Sir; Humph, humph—— _ | 7 

Lab. J cannot play Sir, Whatever ails me. ö 

11 , i ö | | [ Riſing. 

Sir Feat. Zounds, fit dawn and play me a Tune, or 
Vil break the Spinnet about your Ears. 

Jab. What will become of me? 

3 | | [Sits down and plays. 
Sir Teal, Come, Miſtreſs, , o Patch, 
Patch. Yes, Sir. (Sings, but horridly out of Tuze. 
Sir Jeal. Hey, hey, why you are at the Top of the 

Houſe, and you are down in the Cellar. What is the 

Meaning of this? is it on Purpoſe to croſs me, ha? 

Patch. Pray, Madam, take it a little lower, I cannot 
reach that Note nor any Note I fear. _ 
Jfab. Well, begin Oh, Patch, we ſhall be 

diſcovered. 4 ES e 

- Patch. I ſink with the Apprehenſion, Madam 

humph, humph ———, ( Sings.) S 1 * 
* 2 [Charles pull; open the Cluſet dior. 
Cha. Muſick and Singing. f 8 

Tie thus the bright celeſſial Court abe, 1 
Beguiles the Hours with Muſic and with Iote. 

Death ! her Father there. [the Women ſhniet, Then 

1 muſt fly (Exit into the Cloſet. Sir Jealous 

riſes up haſtily, Seeing 2 lip back into the Cloſet.) 

: Sie 
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Sir Teal, Hel! and Furies, a man in the Cloſet! 

Patch. Ah! a Ghoſt, a Ghoſt—--he muſt not enter 
the Cloſet. (Iſabinda throws herſelf down before the 
Cloſet Door, as in a Son. | 

Sir Zeal, The Devil! I'll make a Ghoſt, of him, I 
warrant you. (Strives to get by, 

Patch, Oh, hold, Sir, have a Care, you'll tread upon 
my Lady who wairs there? Bring ſome Water : 
2 this comes of your opening the Charm: Oh, oh, 
oh, oh. | 

Sir Jeal. I'll charm you, Huſwife, here lies the charm 
that conjur'd this Fellow in, I'm ſure ont. Come out, 
you Raſcal, do ſo; Zounds, take her from the Do r, or 
III fpurn her from it, and break your Neck down 
Stairs. 

Jab. Oh, oh, where am I-—He's gone. I heard 
him leap down. (aſide to Patch. 

Patch. Nay, then let him enter — Here, here, Ma- 
dam, ſmell to this; come give me your Hand; come 
nearer to the Window, the Air will do you good 

Sir Jeal. | wou'd ſhe were in her Grave. Where are 
you, Sirrah? Villain, Robber of my Houſe ! III pull 
you out of your Neſt. (Gues into the Cloſet. 

Patch, You'll be miſtaken, old Gentleman, the Bird 
is flown. | ; 

Iſab. I'm glad I have eſcaped ſo well. I was almoſt 
dead in earneſt with the Fright. 

Re. enter Sir Jealous wut of the Cloſet. 

Sir Jeal. Whoever the Dog was, he has eſcap'd out 
of the Window, for the Saſh is up. But tho! be is 
got out of my Reach, you are not: And firſt, Mrs. 
Pandar, with your Charms for the Tooth-ach, get out 
of my Houſe, go, troop; yet hold, ſtay, Pll ſee you 
out - my Doors myſelf, but I'll ſecure your Charge 
r 

Ie. What do you mean, Sir? Was ſhe not a Crea- 
tore of your own providing ? 

Sir F eal. She was of the Devil's providing for aught 
I know 3 8 

Patch. What have I done, Sir, to merit your Diſ- 
pleaſtrre 2 | 1 

Sir Jea} I don't know which of you have done K ; 
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but you ſhall both ſuffer for it, till I can diſcover whoſe 
Guilt it is: Go, get in there, ll move you from 
this {ide of the Houſe. ( Puſhies Habinda in at the 
Door, and locks it; puts the Key in his Pocket.) Tl 
keep the Key myſelf: Pll try what Ghoſt will ger 
into that Room. And now forſooth I'll wait on 


o 


you down Stairs, 

Patch. Ah, my poor Lady—Down Stairs, Sir, but 
I won't go out, Sir, till I have lock'd up my Cloaths. 

Sir. Feal. If thou wert as naked as thon wert born, 
thou ſhould'ſt not ſtay to put on a Smock. Come along, 
I ſay z when your Miſtreſs is marry'd you ſhall have 
your Rags, and every thing that belongs to you; but 
till then [Exit pulling her out, 

Patch, Oh ! barbarous Uſage for nothing. 

Re- enter at the lower End. 

Sir Feal. There, go, and come no more within 
fight of my Habitation theſe three Days, I charge 
you. $laps the Door after her. 

Patch. Did ever any Body lee ſuch an old Monſter ! 


Euter Charles. 


Patch. Oh! Mr. Charles, your affairs and mine are 
in an ill Poſture. 

Cha. I am inur'd to the Frowns of Fortune : Rut what 
has befall'n thee ? 8 : 

Patch. Sir Fealous, whoſe ſuſpicious Nature's always 
on the watch; nay, even whilſt one Eve fleeps, the 
other keeps Centinel ; upon ſight of you, flew into 
ſuch a violent Paſſion, that | cou'd find no ſtratage: m to 
appeaſe him, but in ſpight of all Arguments lo.k'd 
tris N into his own Apartment, and turn'd 
me out of Doors. 

Cha. Ha! oh, Jfabinda. | | 

Patch. And ſwears ſhe ſhall neither ſee Sun or Moon, 
till ſhe is Don Diego Babinetto's Wife, who arrived laſt 
Ni ht, and is expected with Impatience. f 

Cha. He dies; yes, by all the wrongs of Love he 
ſhall ; here will I plant myſelf, and thro' my Breaſt he 
ſhall make his Paſlage, if he enters, 

Patch. A moſt heroick Reſolution, There might be 
Ways found out more to your Advantage. Policy is 
often preferr'd to open Forte. 
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Cha, IT apprehend you not. Tx A | 
Patch, What think you of perſonating this Spaniard, 

impoſing upon the Father, and marrying your Miſtreſs 

with his own Conſent. | | 

Cha. Say'ſt thou ſo, my Angel! Oh cou'd that de 
done, my Life to come wou'd be too ſhort to recom» 
penſe thee : But how can I do that, when neither know 
what Ship he came in, or from what part of Spain 
who recommends him, or how attended ? | 

Patch, 1 can ſolve all this. He is from Madrid, his 

Father's Name Don Pedro Queſto Portento Babinetto. 

Here's a Letter of his to Sir Fealous, which he drogt 

one day; you underſtand Spaniſi, and the Hand may 

be counterfeited: You conceive me, Sir. 
Cha, My better Genius, thou haſt revived my droop 
ing Soul: I'll about it inſtantly. Come to my Lodgings, 


and we'll concert Matters. __ [Exeunt. 
SCENE, à Garden Gate open, Scentwell waiting 
without. 
Enter Sty George Airy, 


Sir Geo, So, this is the Gate, and moſt invitingly 
open: If there ſhoy'd be a Blunderbuſs here now, what 
a dreadful Ditty wou'd my Fall make for Fools z and 
what a Jeſt for the wits ; how. my name wou'd be 
roar'd about the Streets! Well, I'll venture all. | 

_ Scentw. Hiſt, hiſt, Sir George, Ary—— { Enters. 

Sir Geo. A female Voice, thus far Pm ſafe, my Dear, 

Scentw, No, I'm not your Dear. but Il conduct you 
to her; give me your hand; you muſt go thro? many 
a dark Pa{lage and dirty Step, before you arrive 

Sir Geo. R I muſt before I arrive at Paradiſe; 
therefore be quick, my charming Guide. 

Scentzv. For aught you know: come, come, your 
Hand and away. | 

Sir Geo. Here, here, Child, you can't be half ſo 

ſwift as my Deſires. I Exeunt. 
SCENE, the Houſe. 
Enter Miranda, 


Miran. Well, let me reaſon a little with my mad ſelf. 
Now. don't I tranſgreſs all Rules, to venture upon a 
Man without the Advice of the Grave and Wiſe ; but 
then a rigid knaviſh Guardian who wou'd have mart y'd 
me! 
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me! to whom? Even to his nauſeous ſelf, or no Body: 
Sir George, is one I have try'd in Converſation, inquir'd 
into his Character, am ſatisfy'd. in both, Then his 
Love ! Who wou'd have given a Hundred Pound only 
to have ſeen a Woman he had not infinitely loy'd? 80 
I find my liking him has furniſh'd me with Arguments 
enough of his Side ; and now the only doubt remains 
whether he will come or no, 


Enter Scentwell. 


Scentw, That's reſolv'd, Madam, + for here's tie 
Knight. | (Exit Scentwell. 

Sir Geo. And do I once more behold that lovely 
Object, whoſe Idea fills my Mind, and forms my 
pleaſing Dreams! 1274 | | 

Miran What, beginning again in Hegoicks !——— 
Sir George, don't you remember how little Fruit your 
laſt prodigal Oration produe'd? not one bare ſingle 
Word in anſwer. . 

Sir Geo. Ha! the Voice of my Incognita—— Why 
did you take ten thouſand Ways to captivate.a Heart 
your Eyes alone had vanquiſh'd? | 

Miran. Prithee no more of theſe Flights; for your 
Time's but ſhort, and we muſt fall into Buſinets: Do 
you think we can agree on that ſame terrible Bugbear 
Matrimony, without heartily repenting on beth Sides? 

Sir Geo. It has been my With ſince firſt my longing 
Eyes beheld you, =_= Fe 

Miran. And your happy Ears drank the pleaſing 
News, I had Thirty Thouſand Pound. 

Sir Geo. Unkind ! Did I not offer you in thoſe pur- 
chas'd Minutes to run the riſk of your Fortune, ſo you 
wou'd but ſecure that lovely Perſon ta my Arms; 

Mir an. Well. if you have ſuch Love and Tenderneſo, 
(ſince our Wooing has been ſhort) pray reſerve our fu- 
ture Days to let the World ſee we are Lovers after Wed- 
lock; 'twill be a Noveity | 

Sir Geo. Haſte then, let's tie the Knot, andprove the 
envy'd Pair pf 

Miran. Hold! not ſo faſt; J have provided better 
than to venture on dingerous Experiments head- long 
My Guardian, truſting to my diſſembling Love, has 

given up my Fortune . my own diſpoſal; but with 
| | this 


” 
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dhis Proviſo, that he To-morrow Morning weds me. 
He is now gone to Doctors Commons for a icenſe. f 
Sir Geo. a Licenſe! — 

 Miran. But I have planted Emiſſaries that will infal- 
libly take him down to Epſom, under pretence that a 
Brother Uſurer of his is to make him his DANES : ms 
Thing on Earth he covers 5 

Sir Geo. Tis his known Character. 

Miran Now my Inſtruments confirm him this Man 
is dying, and he ſends me Word he goes this Minute: 
it muſt be To- morrow ere he can be undeceiv'd, That 
Time 1 is ours, 

Sir Geo. Let us improve it then, and ſetttle on our 

coming Years, endlefs, endleſs Happineſs. . 

Miran. I dare not ſlir till 1 hear he's on the Roid—--- 
then I and my Writings, the moſt material Point, are 
foon remov'd, 

Sir Geo; I have one Favour to ak, if it lies in your 
ber you wou'd be a Friend to poor Charles, tho" the 
Son of this tenacious Man: He is as free from all his 
Vices, as Nature and a good Education can make him 
and what now I have vanity enough to hope will in- 
duce you, he is the Manon Earth | love. 

Miran, I never was his Enemy, and only put it on as 
it help'd my Deſigns on his Father, If his Unele's Eſ- 
tate ought to be in his Poſſeſſion, which I ſhrewdly 
ſuſpect. 1 may do him a ſingular Piece of Service. 

Sir Geo, You are all Goodneſs, 


Enter Scentwell. 


Scenteo. Oh, Madam; my Maſter and Mr. 2 
are juſt coming into the Houſe. 
Miran. Undone, undone! if he finds you. here i in this 
Criſis, all my Plots are unravell'd. 
Sir Geo. What ſhall I do! can't I get back l into _ 
Garden ? 
Scentw. Oh, no! he comes up thoſe Stairs,” 
Miran. Here, here, here! can you condeſcend to 
ſtand behind this Chimney Board, 8 ir George / 
Sir Geo. Any where, any where, dear nm, with- 
out Ceremony, 
See ntw. Come, come, Sir; lie cloſe— 
[They put him behind the dee gar 
nter 


A 
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Enter Sir Francis and Marplur : Sir Francis peeling 
3 an Orange tg 
Sir Fran. I cou'd not go, tho? it is upon Life and 
Death, without taking Leave of dear Chargee. e- 
ſides, this Fellow buz'd in my Ears, that thou mighteit 
be ſo deſperate to ſhoot that wild Rake which haunts 
the Garden Gate; and that wou'd bring us into Trou- 
ble, Dear . 7% ' 
Miran- So Marplot brought you back then; I'moblig'd 
to him for that, I'm ſure. [Frowning at Marplot aſide. 
Marp. By her looks ſhe means ſhe is notoblig'd tome, 
I have done ſome Miſchief now, but what I can't ima» 
ine. | 
5 Sir Fan. Well, Chargee, I have had three Meſſen- 
gers, to come to Epſom to my Neighbour Squeezum s 
Who for all his vaſt Riches is departing. (Sigl. 
Marp. Ay, fee what all you Uſurers muſt come to. 
Sir Fran. Peace, ye young knave ; {ome forty Years 
hence I may think on't But, Chargee, . I'll be with 


thee Te-morrow, before thoſe pretty Eyes are open; 


I will, I will, Charpee, IIl rouze you, i'faith———— 
Here, Mrs. Scentwell, lift up your Lady's Chimney- 
Board, that I may throw my Peel in, and not litter her 
Chamber. | 1 | 
Miran. Oh my Stars! what will become of us now? 
Scentw, Oh, pray, Sir, give it me; I love it above 
all Things in Nature, indeed I do. _ M 
Sir Fran. No, no, Huſſy; you have the Green 
Pip already, Pilhave no more Apothecary's Bills 
[ Goes towards the Chimney. 
Miran. Hold, hold, hold, dear Guardee, 1 have a, 
a, a, a Monkey ſhut up there; and if you open it 
before the Man comes that is to tame it, 'tis fo wild 
twill break all my China, or get away, and that wou'd 
break my Heart; for l am fond on't to Diſtraction, next 
thee, dear Guardee- In a flattering Tone. 
Sir Fran, Well, well, Chargee, 1 won't open it ; ſhe 
ſhall have her Monkey, poor Rogue: here, throw this 
Peel out of the Window. [ Exit Scentwell. 
Miran. A Monkey, dear Madam, let me ſee; I 
can tame a Monkey as well as the beſt of them all. Oh, 
hew Llove the little Miniatures of Man! 


Aſiran. 
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Miran, Be quiet, Miſchief, and ſtand farther from 
the Chimney—— You ſhall not ſee my Monkey 
Why ſure ———— [Striving with im. 

Marp. For Heaven's Sake, Madam, let me but peep, 
to ſee if it be as pretty as my Lady Fiddle Faddle's, Has 
it got a Chain? | | | 

Miran. Not yet, but I deſign it one ſhall laſt its Life- 
time: Nay, you ſhall not ſee i. Look, Guardee, 
how he teizes me! 

Bir Fran. | Getting betweenhim and the Chimney. | Sirrah, 
Sirrah, let my Chargee's Monkey alone, or Bambo ſhall 

fly about your Ears, What, is there no dealing with 
ou ? 

Marp. Pugh, pox of the Monkey; here's a Rout > 
I wiſh he may rival you. & 


Enter a Servant. 


£ 

Serv. Sir, they put two more Horſes in the Coach, as 
you order*d, and *tis ready at the Door. 

Sir Fran, Well, I am going to be Executor, better 
for thee, Jewel. B'ye, Chargee ; one Buls !——I'm 
glad thou haſt gor a Monkey to divert thee a little. 

Miran. Thank'e, dear Guardee———— Nay, I'll ſee 
you to the Coach. | 

Sir Fran. That's kind, Adod. 

Miran. Come along, Impertinence. [To Marplot. 

Marp. [Stepping back] Egad, 1 will ſee the Monkey 
now, ¶ Lifts up the Board and diſcover: Sir George] Oh 
Lord ! Oh Lord! Thieves, Thieves, Robbers ! | 

Sir Geo. Dam'e, you unlucky Dog, 'tis 1; which 
way ſhall I get out? ſhew me inſtantly, or I'll cut 
your Throat. 

: . Marp. Undone, undone ! At that Door there. But 
bold, hold, break that China, and I'll bring you off, 
[He runs off at the Corner, and throws dum ſume China. 
Re enter Sir Francis, Miranda, and Scentwell. 

Sir Fran. Mercy on me! what's the matter? 

Miran. Oh you Toad ! what have you done ? 

Marp. No great harm, I beg of you to jar, me: 
Longing to {ee the Monkey, I did but juſt raiſe vp the 
Board, and it flew over my Shoulders, icratch'd all 
my Face, broke yon China, and whilk'd out of the 
Window. Fee 
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Sir Fran. Was ever ſuch an unlucky Rogue ! Sirrah, 
I forbid you my Houſe. Call the Servants tv get the 
Monkey again ; I would ſtay myſelf to look it, but that 
you know my earneft Buſineſs. 

Scentw. Oh my Lady will be the beſt to lure it back; 
all them Creatures love my Lady extremely 
Aran. Go, do, dear Guardee : I hope I ſhall rec 
It · | } 

Sir Fran. Bye, b'ye, Dear'e, Ah, Miſchief, how you 
look now | b'ye, b'ye. [E xit, 

Miran. Scentwell, ſee him in the Coach, and bring 
me Word. $7. 6 

| Scent. Yes, Madam. 


Miran. So, Sir, you have done your Friend a ſignal 


Piece of Service, I ſuppoſe. _ | 

 Marp. Why, look you, Madam, if I have commit- 
ted a Fault, thank yourſelf; no Man is more ſervice- 
able when I'm let into a Secret, and none more unluc- 
ky at finding it out, Who could divine your Mean- 
ing, when you talked of a Blunderbuſs? who thought of 
a Rendez vous? and when you talk*d of a Monkey, who 
the Devil thought of Sir George ? 

Miran. A Sign you converſe but little with our Sex, 
when you cannot reconcile Contradictions. | 

| Enter Scentwell, 

Scent. He's gone, Madam, as faſt as the Coach an d 
Six can carry him. „ 
| Enter Sir George. 

Sir Geo. Then I may appear. 

rs. Dear Sir George, make my Peace; on my 
Soul, I did not think of you. = 
Sir Gen. I dare {wear thou did'ſt not. Madam, I beg 
you to forgive him. | 

Miran. Well Sir George, if he can be ſecret. 

Marp. Ods Heart, Madam, I'm as ſecret as a Priett 
when I'm truſted. 

Sir Geo. Why 'tis with a Prieſt our Buſineſs is at 
preſent, 

Scentw, Madam, here's Mrs. J/abinda's Woman to 
wait On you. | 

Miran. Bring her up. 

Enter Patch. 
How do'e, Mrs. Patch ? what News from your oP 2 
N atch, 
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Patch. That's for your private Ear, Madam. Sir 
George, there's a Friendof yours has an urgent Occaſion 
for your Aſſiſtance, | | 

. Sir. Geo. His Name ? 

Patch. Charles. a b | 

Marp. Ha! then there's — foot that I know 
nothing of. Pl} wait on you, Sir George. 

Sir Geo A third Perſon may not be proper perhaps z 
as ſoon as I have diſpatched my own Altairs, I am at 
his Service, I'll ſend my Servant to tell hira Pl} wait 
upon him in half an Hour. | | 

Miran. How came you employ'd in this Meſſage, 

Mrs. Patch? 

Patch. Want of Buſineſs, Madam ; Iam diſcharged 
by my Maſter, but hope to ſerve my Lady ſtill. 

Miran. How! diſcharg'd! you juſt tell me the 
whole Story within. 

Patch. With all my Heart, Madam. 83 
Marp, Piſh ! Pom! I wiſh I were fairly out of the 
Houſe. I find Marriage is the end of this Secret: And 
now I'm half mad to know what Charles wtants him for, 
| Mfide. 
Sir Geo. Madam, I'm doubly preſs'd, by Love and 
Friendſhip : This Exigence admits of no Delay, Shall 
we make Marplot of the Party? 
Miran. If you'll run the Hazard, Sir George: I be- 
lieve he means well. | 
Marp. Nay, nay, for my Part I deſire to be let into 
nothing: Il begone, therefore pray don't nuifiruſt me. 
7 8 | [ Going, 
Sir Geo. So now has he a Mind to be gone to Carles: 
But not knowing what Affairs he may have upon his 
Hands at preſent, I'm reſolved he ſhan't ſtir * No, Mr, 
Marplot, you muſt not leave us, we want a third Per- 
ſon, 1 | 9 (Takes huld of him. 
Marp. I never had more Mind to ve = in my Life. 
Aran, Come along then; if we fail in the Voyage, 
thank yourſelf for taking this ill-ſtarr'd Gentleman on 
Board. | | 
Sir Geo, That Veſſel ne er can unſacceſsful prove, 
Whoſe Freight is Beauty, and whoſe Pilot Love. 


The End of the Fourth ACT. 
ACT 
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1 


Euter Miranda, Patch. and Scentwell. 


Miran. XN LL, Patch, IT have done a ſtrange bold 
thing; my Fate is determined, and Ex- 
pectation is no more Now to avoid the Impertinence 
and Roguery of an old Man, I have thrown myſelf into 
the Extravagance of a young one; if he ſhouid deſpiſe, 
ſli ht, or uſe me ill, there's no Remedy from a Huſband 
but the Grave; and that's a terrible Sanctuary to one 
of my Age and Conſtitution. | % 
Patch. O fear not, Madam, yowll find your Account 
in Sir George Airy it is impollible a Man of Senſe ſhould 
uſea Woman ill, endued with Beauty, Wit, and Fortune. 
It muſtbe the Lady's Fault, if ſhe does not wear the un- 
faſhionable Name of Wifeeaſy, when nothing but Com- 
plaiſance and good Humour is requiſite on either Side 
to make them happy | SITS 
Miran. | long till T am out of this Houle, leſt any Ac- 
cident ſhould bring my Guardian back. Scentwell, put 
my beſt Jewels into the little Caſket, flip them into thy 
Pocket, and let us march off to Sir Jealonw's. * 
Scent. It thall be done, Madam. [ Exit Scentwell. 
Patch. Sir George will be impatient, Madam; if 
their Plot ſucceeds, we ſhall be well received; if not 
he will be able to protect us. Beſides, I long to know 
how my young Lady fares, * 55 
Miran. Farewell, old Mammon, and thy deteſted 
Walls ; 'twill be no more ſweet Sir Francis, I ſhall be 
compell'd to the odious Taſk of diſſembling no longer 
to get my own, and to coax him with the wheedlin 
Names of my Precious, my Dear, dear Gruardee. 6 
Heavens ! 
| "Enter Sir Francis behind. ' 
Sir Fran. Ah, my ſweet Chargee, don't be frighted. 
{/te ſtarts.) But thy poor Guardee has been abus'd, cheat- 
ed. tool'd, betrayed, but nobody knows by whom, 
Miran | aſide. ] Undone paſt Redemption. | 
Sir Fran. What, won't you ſpeak to me, Chargee? 
Miran. I'm ſo ſurprized with joy to ſee you, Iknow 
not what to ſay, | | | 
Sir Fran, Poor, dear Girl! But do'e know that my 
Son, 
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Son, or ſome ſuch Rogue, to rob or murder me, or 
both, contriv'd this Journey? For upon the Road I met 
my Neighbour Squeezum well, and coming to Town. 
iran. Good lack, good lack! what Tricks are there 
in this World! 
Enter Scentwell, with a Diamond Necklace in her Hand; 
not ſeeing Sir Francis. 

Scent. Madam, be pleas'd to tie this Necklace « on, for 
I can't get it into the, [Seeing Sir Fran. 
iran. The Wench is a Fool, I think! cou'd you 
not have carried it to be mended without putting it in 
the Box? 

Sir Fran. What's the Matter ? 

Miran. Only, Dear'e, I bid her, I bid her- 
Your ill Uſage has put every Thing out of my Head. 
But won't you go, Guardee, and find out theſe Fellows, 
and have them puniſhed ? and, and 

Sir Fran. Where ſhould I look for them, Child ? No, 
I'll fit me down contented with my Safety, nor ſtir out 
of my own Doors, till I zo with thee to a Parſon, 
Miran [aſide. 5 If he goes into his Cloſet 1 am ruin'd. 
Oh! bleſs me, in this Fright I had forgot Mrs. Patch. 
Patch. Ay, Madam, and 1 ſtay for your ſpeedy an- 
. Iwer.. . 
Miran. [afide.] 1 muſt get him out of the Houſe. 
Now aſſiſt me, Fortune. 

Sir Fran. Mrs. Patch, I profeſs 1 dig not ſee you ; 
how doſt thou do, Mrs. Patch ? Well, don't , You re- 
pent leaving my Chargee ? 

© Patch, Yes, every body muſt love her but 1 
came now — Madam. what did ] come for? my In- 
vention is at the loweſt Ebb. [4/ide to Miran. 
Sir Fran Nay, never whiſper, tell me. | 

Miran. She came, dear WN to invite me to ter 
Lady's Wedding, and you, ſhall go with me, Guardee, 
*tis, to be done this Moment, to a Spaniſh Merchant ; 
old Sir Fealous keeps on his Humour, the firſt Minute 
he ſees her, the next he marries her. 

Sir Fran, Ha, ha, ha! I'd go if I thou Int the Sight 
of Matrimony would tempt Chargee to perform. her 
promiſe : There was a Smile, there was à conſenting 
—. with thoſe pretty Twiuklers, worth a 2 

8 
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Ods preſcious, I am happicr than the Great Magd, the 
Emperor of China, or, all the Potentates that are not in 
Wars. Speak, confirm it, make me leap out of my Skin. 

Miran. When one has reſolv'd, 'tis in vain to ſtand 
ſhall I, ſhall I; if ever 1 marry politively this is my 
Wedding-Day. | 

Sir Fran, Oh! happy, happy Man !-— Verily 1 
will beget a Son the firſt Night, ſhall diſinherit that 
Dog Charles. 1 have Eſtate enongh to purchaſe a 
Barony, and be the immortalizing of the whole Family 
of the Gripe:. 

Miran. Come, then, Gu«.rdee, give me thy Hand, let's 
to this Houſe of Hymen, 

My Choice is fixed, let good or Ill betide. 

Sir Fr. The joyful Bridegroom J. 

Miran. And I the happy Bride. 

Enter Sir Jealous, meeting a Servant, 

Serv. Sir, here's a couple of Gentlemen enquire for 
you; one of them calls himfelf Seignior Don Diego 
Babinetto, 

Sir Jeal. Ha! Sefgnicy Babinetto ! admit em inſtantly 
—— Joyfu] Minute! I'll have my Daughter marry'd 
To-night, 

Enter Charles in a Spaniſh Habit, with Sir George, dreſt 
like a Merchant 

Sir Teal. Senior, beſo Las Manos wweſtra merced es ng 
bien wenido en eſta tierra. | 

Char. Senhcr, ſoy muy humilde, y muy obligado Cryado 
de wueſira merced ; Mi Padre embia a wieſira rerced, 
los mas profondos de ſtus reſpetos 3 y a Commiſſionage eſte 
Mercadel Ingles, de concluyr un Negocio, que me Haze el 
mat dichoſo hombre del mundo, Haziendo me ſu yerno. 

Sir Feal. 1 am glad on't, for I find I have loſt much 
of my Spani/h. Sir, I am your moſt humble Servant. 
Senior Don Diego Babinetto has informed me that you 
are commiſſioned by Senior Don Pedro, &c. his worthy 
Father. 

Sir Geo. To fee an Aſſair of Marriage conſummated 
between a Daughter of yours, and Seignior Diego Ba- 
binerto his Son here. SY Sir, ſuch a Truſt is repos'd 
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in me, as that Letter will inform you, I hope 'twill 
pals upon him, (afide.) Gives him a Letter. 

Sir Jeal. Ay, tis his Hand. (Seems to read. 
Sir Geo. Good——— you have counterfeited to a 
Nicety, Charles. [ Aſide to Charles. 

Cha. If the whole Plot ſucceeds as well, 1'm happy. 

Sir Feal, Sir, I find by this, that you are a Man 
of Honour and Probity ; I think, Sir, be calls you 
Meanwell. 

Sir Geo. Meanwell is my Name, Sir. 

Sir Feal. A very good Name, and very ſignificant 

Cha. Yes, faitl,, if he knew all. [ Aide. 

Sir Jeal. For to mean well, is to be honeſt, and to 
be honeſt is the Virtue of a Friend, and a Friend is 
the Delight and Support of human Society. 

Sir Geo. You ſhall find that Fl diſcharge the Part of 
a Friend, in what I have undertaken, Sir Jealyus, 

Cha. But little does hethink to whom. (Aide. 

Sir Geo. Therefore, Sir, I muſt entreat the Preſence 
of your fair Daughter, and the Aſſiſtance of your Chap- 
lain; for Senior Don Pedro ſtrictly enjoined me to ſee 
the Marriage Rites perform'd as {'.on as we ſhould ar- 
rive, to avoid the accidental Overtures of Venus. 

Sir Teal, Overtures of Venus— 

Sir Geo. Ay, Sir, that is, thoſe little Hawking Fe- 
males that traverſe the Park, and the Play-houle, to 
put off their damaged Ware they faſten upon Foreign- 
ers like Leeches, and watch their Arrival as carefully 


as the Kentiſi men do a Shipwreck, I warrant you 


they kave heard of him already. 
Sir Feal. Nay, I know this Town ſwarms with 
Sir Geo. Ay, and then yon know the Spaniards are 
naturally amorous, but very conſtant, the firſt Face 
fixes em and it may be dangerous to let him ramble 
ere he's tied, 5 N 
Cha. Well hinted. [ 4/ide. 


Sir Jeal. Pat to my Purpoſe—Well, Sir, there is 
but one thing more, and they ſhall be married inſtantly. 
Cha, Pray Heaven that one Thing more don't ſpoil 
all. | * 
| ir 


| 
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Sir Jeal. Don Pedro writ me word in his laſt but one, 
that he deſigned the Sum of Five thouſand. Pounds by 
way of Jointure for my Daughter ; and that it ſhould 
be paid into my Hand upon the Day of Marriage. 

Cha. Oh ! the Devil ! (Aſide. 

Sir Zeal. In order to lodge it in ſome of our Funds, 
in caſe ſhe ſhould become a Widow and return to 


England. 
Sir Geo. Pox on't this is an unlucky Turn. What 
ſhall I ſay? (Aſide. 


Sir Zeal. And he does not mention one Word of it 
in his Letter. 

Cha. I don't know how he ſhould. [Alige; 

Sir Geo. Humph ! True, Sir Fealous, he told me ſuch 
a Thing, but, but, but——he, he, he-— he did not 
imagine that you would infiſt upon the very Day, for, 
for, for, for Money you know is dangerous returning 
by Sea, an, an, an, an- | 

Cha, Zounds, ſay we have brought it in Commodi-- 
ties. ( Aſide to Sir George. 

Sir Geo. And ſo, Sir, he has ſent it'in Merchandize, 
Tobacco, Sugars, Spice, Lemuns, and fo forth, which 
thall be turned into Money with all Expedition: In 
the mean Time, Sir, if you pleaſe to accept of my 
Bond for Performance | 

Sir Teal, It is enough. I'm fo pleas'd with the 
Countenance of Seignior Diego, and the Harmony of 
your Name, that I'll take your Word; and will fetch 
my Daughter this ' Moment. Within there (Enter 
Servant ) deſire Mr. Tackum, my Neighbour's Chaplain, 
to walk hither. 

Serv. Yes, Sir. 5 Exit. 

Sir Jeal. Gentlemen, I'll return in an inſtant. (Exit: 
Cha. Wondrous well, let me embrace thee. 
Sir Seo. Egad, that geoo!. had like to have ruined 
the Plot. 

Cha. But that's over; and if Fortune throws no 
more rubs in our Way | | 

Sir Geo. Thou'lt carry the Prize but hiſt, here 
he comes, ; 

Enter Sir Jealous, dragging in Iſabinda. 

Sir Jeal. Come along, you ſtubborn Baggage you, 

come along. 
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Iſab. Oh, hear me Sir! hear me but ſpeak one Word; 

o not deſtroy my everlaſting Peace; | 

y Soul abhors this Spani.rd you have chole, 
Nor can I wed him without being curſt. 

Sir Jeal. How's that! 

Aab. Let this Poſture move your tender Nature. 
a | | (Kneel:, 
For ever will I hang upon theſe Knees ; 
Nor looſe my Hands, till you cut off my hold, 
If you refule to hear me, Sir. 

Cha. Oh! that I could diſcover myſelf to her. Ade. 

Sir Geo. Have a care what you do. You had better 
truſt to his Obſtinacy., _ 8 [ Afede. 

Sir Feal, Did you ever ſee ſuch a perverſe Slut? Off, 
Ifay, Mr. Meantell, pray help me a little. 

Sir Geo. Riſe, Madam, and do not diſoblige yohr 
Father, who has provided a Huſband worthy of you, 
une that will love you equal with his Soul, and one 
that you will love when once you know him. 

[jab. Oh! never, never! Could I fuſpect that Falſ- 
hood in my Heart, I would this Moment tear it from 
my Breaſt. 

Cha. Oh! my charming faithful Dear, (Afide. 

Sir Feal. Falſhood ! why, who the Devil are you in 
Love with? Ha! don't provoke me, for by St. Jago, 
I ſhall beat yon, Huſwife. | 

Cha. Heaven forbid ; for I ſhall infallibly diſcover 
myſelf if he ſhould. ( Alide. 

Sir Geo. Have Patience, Madam, and look at him: 
Why will you prepoſſeſs yourſelf againſt a Man that is 
Maſter of all the Charms you wou'd deſire in a Huſband? 

Sir Jeal. Ay, look at him, Jabinda, Senior paſe 
wind adclante. | 

Cha. My. Heart bleeds to ſee her grieve, whom I 
imagin'd would with joy receive me. Seniora obligue 
me vue ſt ra merced de ſumano. 

Sir Zeal, (pulling up her Head.) Hold up your 
Head, hold up your Head, Huſwite, and look at him: 
Is there a properer, handſomer, better-ſhap'd Fellow 
in England, ye Jade you? Ha! fee the obſtinate 
Baggage ſhuts her Eyes; by St. Jago, I have a good 

Mind to beat 'em out, (P v/lies her down. 


Jab. 
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Iſab. Do then, Sir, kill me, kill me inſtantly, 
»Tis much the kinder Action of the Two, 
For *twill be worſe than Death to wed him. 

Sir Geo. Sir Jealous, you are too paſſionate, Give me 
pr Pll try by gentle Words to work her to your 

urpoſe. | 

: Str Feal, I pray do, Mr. Weamvell, I pray do; ſhe'll 
break my Heart (Weeps) There is in that, Jewels of the 
value of zoool- which were her Mother's; and a Paper 
wherein I bave ſettled one half of my Eſtate upon her 
now, and the whole when I dye; but provided the 
marries this Gentleman, elſe, by St. Yu, ll turn her 
out of Doors to beg or ſtarve, Tell her this, Mr. 
Meanwell, pray do. [Walks uff. 

Sir Geo. Ha! this is beyond Expectation— Truſt to 
me, Sir, I'll lay the dangerous Conſequence of diſobey- 
ing you, at this JunCture before her, I warrant you. 

Cha, A ſudden Joy runs thro* my Heart, like a pro- 
pitious Omen. (4/tde. 

Sir Geo. Come, Madam, do not blindly caſt your Life 
away juſt in the Moment you would wiſh to fave it. 

Iſab. Pray ceaſe your Trouble, Sir, I have no wiſh 
but ſudden Death ts free me from this hated Spariard. 
If you are his Friend inform him what I ſay; my Heart 
is given to another Youth, whom | love v ith the fame 
ſtrength of Paſſion that I hate this Diego; with whom 
if IL am forced towed, my own Hand ſhall cat the Gor- 
dian Knot. 5 — | $ 

Sir Geo. Suppoſe this Spaniard which you ſtrive to 
ſhun, ſhould be the very Man to whom you'd fly ? 

Jab Ha! | 

Sir Geo. Would you not blame your raſh Reſulr, and 
curſe thoſe. Eyes that would not look on Charles ? 


Jſab. On Charles! Oh, you have inſpired new Life, 


and collected everv wandering Senſe, Where is he? 

Oh let me fly into his Arms. | (Rifes. 

Sir Geo, Hold, hold, hold, 'Sdeath, Madam, you'll 

ruin all; your Father believes him to be Seignior Bubin 
netto. Compoſe yourſelf a little, pray Madam. 

| [he runs to Sir Jealous. 

Cha. Her Eyes declare the knows me. ( Aſide, 

T | N F 3 | Sir 


E732 * at ot weed fa, —— TOO x AE 0 6s A 


Bw — ——T K „ 


. YC 


— — 2 — — — 
> es — - 


> 2 — 
— IDS TAR Ss — 3 
1 a> — * 2 . - - a — — - 
> ' w 


— 
* * 
— 


W 
— — 


66 Jie Buſy' Body. 


Sir Geo, She begins to hear Reaſon, Sir, the fear of 
being turned out of Doors has done it. [Runs back to Iſab. 

Jab. Tis he, Oh! my raviſh'd Soul. 

Sir Geo, Take Heed, Madam, you don't betray your- 
ſelf. Seem with Reluctance tv conſent, or you are un- 
done. (Ruins to Sir Jealous) Speak gently to her, Sir, 
I'm fare ſhell yield, 1 ſee it in her Face. 

Sir Jeal. Well, Jabinda, can you refule to bleſs a Fa- 
ther, whoſe only Care is to make you happy, as Mr. 
Meanwell has inform'd you, Come, wipe thy Lyes; nay 
prithee do, or thou wilt break thy Father's Heart; ſee 
thou bring'ſt the Tears in mine, to think of chy undu- 
tiful Carriage to me. [Weeps. 

Jab. Oh, do not weep, Sir, your Tears are like a 
Poniard to my Soul, do with me what you pleaſe, I am 
ail Obedience. ; 

Sir cal. Ha! then thou art my Child again, 

Sir Geo. *Tis done, and now, Friend, the Day's thy 
own, | 

Cha. The happieſt of my Life if nothing intervene. 

Sir Jeg. And wilt thou love him? 

Jab. I will endeavour it, Sir. 

Enter Servant. 

Serv. Sir, here's Mr. Tactum. 

Sir Jeal. Shew him into the Parlour Seignior 
tome vind ſueipora 3 cete Momento les Funtta les Manos. 

| 7 (gives her to Charles. 

Cha, Oh ! Tranſport Senior yo la recibo Como 
fe deve un Teſora tan Grande. Oh, my Joy, my Life, my 
Soul ! (embrace. 

Iſab. My faithful everlaſting Comfort. 

Sir Zeal. Now, Mr. Jearnwelt, let's to the Parſon. 
Who by his Art will join this Pair for Life, 

Make me the happieſt Father, her the happieſt Wife, [Exit. 


SCENE changes to the Street, before Sir Jealons's Door. 


Enter Marplot plus. 
_ Marp. I have haunted all over the Town for 
charles, but can't find him; and by Whiſper's ſeout- 
ing at the End of the Street, I ſuſpect he mult be 
in this Honſe again. I'm informed too that he ,has 
vorrowed a Spaniſli Habit out of the Play-houſe: What 
can it mean 2 


Enter 
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Euter a Servant of Sir Jealous's to him, out of the Horſe, 


Hark'e, Sir, do you belong to this Houle ? 
"Serv. Yes, Sir. 

Marp. Pray can you tell if there be a Gentleman in it, 
m Spaniſh Habit 

Serv, There is a Spaniſh Genjlemao within, that is 
juſt a going to marry my young Lady, vir. 

Murp. Are you ſure he is a Spani/z Gentleman? 

Serv, I'm ſure he {peaks no Engliſh. tnat I hear of, 

Marp. Then that can't be him 1 want; for *tis an Exg- 
21 Gentleman, tho' 1 ſuppole he may be dreſt like a 
Spaniard, that I enquire after. 

Serv, Ha! who knows but this may be an Impoſtor ? 
I'll inform my Maiter ; for if he ſhould be impos3'dupon, 
he'll beat us all round. ( Afide, ) Pray come in, Sir, 
and lee if this be th) Perſon you enquire for. 


SCENE changes to the inſide of the Houſe. 
Enter Marplot. 


Merp. So, this was a good Contrivance : If this be 

Charles, now will he wonder how I found him out. 
Enter Servant and Sir Jealous. 

Sir Jaal. What is your earneſt Buſineſs, Blockhead, 
that you mult ſpeak with me before the Ceremon 7's 
paſt? Ha! who's this? 

Serv. Why this Gentleman, Sir, W ants another in 
Spaniſh Habit, he ſays. 

Sir Feal. In Spaniſh Habit! tis ſome Friend of Scig- 
mor Dun Diego's, I warrant. Sir, I ſuppoſe you Wou'd 
fpeak with Seignior Babinetto— 

Marp Hey -day ! what the Devil does he ſay now! — 
Sr, I don't underſtand yon. 

Sir Jeal Don't you underſtand & pariſh, Sir ? 

arp. Not I, indeed, Sir. 

Sir Jeal. 1 thought you had known Seignior Babbuetto, 

Marp. Not I, upon my Word, Sir.. 

Sir Feal. What, then you'd ſpeak with his Friend 
the # 1glifh Merchant, Mr, Meamveli. 

8 Neither, Sir; not 1, 

Sir Jral. Why who are you then, Sir? And what do 
vou want? In an angry Tone, 
Marp. Nay, nothing at all, not I, Sir, Pox on 


him ! 
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bim! I wiſh L were out, he be, ins to exalt his Voice. 
I ſhall be beaten again. | 

Sir Jeal. Nothing at all, Sir! why then what Buſ- 
neſs have you in my Houſe? ha? 

Serv. You ſaid you wanted a Gentleman in Spani/k 
Habit, | 

Marp. Why, ay: but his Name is neither Balinetto 
nor Meanwell. - | 

Sir Feal. What is his Name then, Sirrah, ha? Now I 
look at you again, I believe you are the Rogue that 
threatened me with halfa Dozen Myrmidons—--Speak, 
Sir, who is it yon look for? or, or —— 

Marp. A terrible old Dog !------Why, Sir, only an 
honeſt young Fellow of my Acquaintance------I thought 
that here might be a Ball, and that he might have 
been here in a Maſquerade ; "tis Charles, Sir Francis 
Gripe's Son, becauſe I knew he us'd to come hither 
ſometimes. : 9 | 

Sir Jeal. Did he ſo?-—— Not that I know of, I'm 
ſure. Pray Heaven that this be Don Diego——i1f I 
Thou'd be trick'd now——Ha ! my Heart miſgives me 


Plaguily------within there ! ſtop the Marriage------Rug, 


Sirrah, call all my Servants ! III be ſatisfy'd that this 
is Seignior Pedro's Son, ere he has my Daughter. 
Marp. Ha, Sir George, what have I. done now ? 
Enter Sir George with a drawn Sword between the 
Scenes. | 
Sir Geo. Ha! Marplot, here —— Oh the unlucky Dog 
hat's the matter, Sir Jealous ? 
Sir Feal, Nay, I don'c know the matter, Mr. 
Meamuell.. 
Marp, Upon my Soul, Sir George 
| [Going up to Sir George. 
Sir Jeal. Nay then, I'm betray'd, ruin'd, undone 2 
Thieves, Trayto-s, Rogues: (Offers to go in.) Stop 
the 8 1 fay---— | 
Sir Geo. I fay go on, Mr. Tackum,---—-Nay, no en- 
terins here. I guard this Paſſage, old Gentleman; 
the Act and Deed were both your own, aud I'll ſee 
them {ign'd or die for'r. | | 
Enter Servant. | 
Sir Jeal. A Pox on the Act and Deed: fall on, 


Sir 
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Sir Geo. Ay, come on, Scoundrels ! Þ'll prick your 


Jackers for you. 

Sir Jeal. Zounds, Sirrah, I'll be reveng'd on you. 

1 fan Marplot. 

Sir Ce. Ay, there your Vengeance is due z Ha, ha, 

Marp. Why, what do you oeat me fur? I han't 
marry'd your Daughter. - 

Sir Feal. Raſcals ! way don't you knock him down? 

Serv. We are afraid of his Sword, Sir; if you'll take 

that from him, we'll knock him down preſently, 
Enter Charles and Iſabinda. 

Sir Feal. Seize her then. 

Cha. Kaſcals, retire z ſhe's my Wife, touch her if 
you dare, I'll make Meat of you. 

Sir Feal. Ah! dowright Engliſa, Oh, oh, oh, oh. 

Enter Sir Francis Gripe, Miranda, Patch, Scentwell, 
: and Whiſper. 

Sir Fran. Into the Houſe of Joy we enter without 
knocking: Ha! I think 'tis the Houſe of Sorrow, 
Sir Fealvus. | 

Sir Jeal. Oh! Sir Francis are you come? what, 
was this your Contrivance, to abule, trick, and chouſe 
me of my Child? 

Sir Fran. My contrivance ! what do you mean ? 

Sir Zeal. No, you don't know your Son there in 
Spaniſh Habit. ; 
Sir Fran. How! my Son in Spani/t Habit! Sirrah, 
4 come to be hang'd; get out of my ſight, ye 

og get out of my ſi Nic. 

Sir — Get out cf your ſight, Sir! Get out with 
your Bags; let's ſee what you'll give him now to 
maintain my. Dauglter on. 

Sir Fran. Give him! He fhall never be the better 
for a penny of mine —and you might have look'd 
after your Daughter better, Sir Tealous, Trick'd 
quotha ! Egad, I think you defign'd to trick me: But 
look ye, Gentlemen, I believe I thall trick you both. 
This Lady is my Wife, do you ſee? And my Eftate 
ſhall deſcend only to the Heirs of her Body. 

Sir Geo. Lawfully begotten by me——l1 ſhall be 
extremely oblig'd to you, Sir Francis. 


Sir 
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Sir Fran. Ha, ha, ha, poor Sir George! you ſee 
your project was of no uſe, does not your hundred 
Pound ſtick in your Stomach ? Ha, ha, ha. 

Sir Geo. No, faith, Sir Francis, this Lady has given 
me a Cordial for that. (takes her by the hand, 
Sir Fran. Hold, Sir, you have nothing to ſay to this 
Lady. | 

| Sir Geo. Nor You nothing to do with my Wiſe, Sir, 
Sir Fran, Wife, Sir! | | 

Mien. Ay, really Guardian, tis even ſo, I hope 
you'll forgive my firſt Offence, | 

Sir Fran, What, have you chous'd me out of my 
_ Conſent, and your Writings then, Miſtreſs, ha? 

Miran. Out of nothing but my own, Guardian, 
Sir Jeal. Ha, ha, ha, tis ſome Comfort at leaſt to 
ſee you all over-reach'd as well as myſelf, Will you 
ſettle your Eſtate upon your Son now ? 

Sir Fran, He ſhall ſtarve firſt. 99 

Miran. That I have taken care to prevent. There, 
Sir, are the Writings of your Uncle's Eſtate, which has 
been your due thele three Years. | | 

| (Gizes Charles Papers. 

Cha. I thall ſtudy to deſerve this Favour. 

Sir Fran. What, have you robb'd me too, Miſtreſs ! 
Egad, I'll make you reſtore 'em Huſwife I will ſo; 

Sir Jeal. Take care I don't make you pay the Ar» 
rears, Sir. Tis well it's no worſe, ſince tis no better. 
Come, young Man, ſeeing thou haſt out-witted' me, 
take her. and bleſs you both, 

Cha. I hope, Sir, you'll beſtow your bleſling too, 
tis all Ia. 

Sir Fran, Confound you all. [Exit; 
arp. Mercy upon us] how he looks! 85 

Sir. Geo. Ha, ha, ne'er mind his Curſes, Charles; 
thoul't thrive not one Jot the worſe for em. Since this 
Gentleman is reconcil'd, we are all made happy. 

Sir Jeal. I always lov'd Precaution, and took care 
10 avoid Dangers.. But when a thing was paſt, Lever 
had Philoſophy to be eaſy. | | 

Cha, Which is the true ſign of a great Soul; I loved 
your Daughter, and ſhe me, and you ſhall have no rea- 
ſon to repent her Choice. pens OG 


Jab. 
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1/ab. You will not blame me, Sir, for loving my own 
Country beſt. : 

Marp. So here's every Body happy, I find, but poor 
Pilgarlick, I wonder what Satisfaction 1 ſhall have, 
for being cuff'd, kick'd, and beaten in your Service. 

Sir Jeal. I have been a little too familiar with you, 
as Things are fallen out ; but there's no help for't; you 
mult forgive me. 

Marp. Egad, I think ſo but provided that 
you be not familiar for the future, 

Sir Geo. Thou haſt been an unlucky Rogue. 

Marp. But very honeſt. 

Cha. That I'll vouch for, and freely forgive thee. 

Sir Geo. And I'll do you one Piece of Service more, 
Marplot, Ill take care that Sir Francis make you Maſ- 
ter of your Eſtate. 

Marp. That will make me as happy as any of you. 

Patch Your humble Servent begs Leave to remind 


you, Madam. | 
I/ab. Sir, I hope you'll give me Leave to take Patch 


into Favour again. 
Sir Jeal. Nay let your huſband look to that, I have 


done with my Care. 
Che. Her own Liberty ſhall always oblige me. 
Here's no Body but honeſt Whiſper and Mrs. Scent- 
well to be provided for now. It ſhall be left to their 
Choice, to marry or keep their Services. 

1khiſp. Nay then, VII ſtick to my Maſter. 

Scent. Coxcomb ! and I prefer my Lady before a 


Footman. | 
Sir Jeal. Hark, I hear Muſick, the Fiddlers ſmell a 


Wedding. What ſay you, young Fellows, will ye have 


a Dance ? 
A.:i DAE 
Sir Feal. Now let us in and refreſh ourſelves with 
a chearful Glaſs, in which we'll bury all Animoſities: 


. And, | 
By my Example let all Parents move, 
And never rive to croſs their Childrens Love, | 


But flill ſubmit that Care to Providence above. 
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1 N me you ſee one Buſy Body more:; 
Tho you may hav enough of one before, 
With Epilogues, the Buſy Body's Way, 
We ſtrive to help, but ſometimes mar a Play. 
Alt this mad Seſſions, half condemn'd ere try'd, 
Some, in three Days, hate been tttrn'd off, and dy d. 
In ſpight of Parties, their Atrempts ave vain, | 
For, like falſe Prophets, they ne er riſe again. 
Too late, when caſt, your Favour one beſeechec, 
And Epilogues, prove Execution-ſpeeches. 
Yer ſure I ſpy no Buſy Bodies here, | . 
And one may paſs, ſince they du ev'ry where, 
Sour Criticks, Time, and Breath, and Cenſures waſte, 
And baulk your Pleaſures to refin? your Taſte, 
One buſy Don ill-tim*d high Tenets preaches, 
Another yearly ſhews himſ*if in Speeches, 
Some ſnivelling Cits ud ͤ have a Peace for ſpighit, 
To ſtarve thoſe Warriors, who ſo bravely fight ; 
. Still of a Foe upon his Knees afraid, 
Whoſe well-hanged Troop:, want Money, Heart, and Bread, 
Old Beaux, uo none, not Cen themſelves can pleaſe, 
Are buſy flill, for nothing — but to teize 
The Young ; fo buſy to engage a Heart ; 
The Miſchief done, are buſy moſt to part. 
Ungrateful Wretches, who till croſs one's Will, 
When they more kindly might be buſy {till : 
One to a Hul{b,md. who ne er dreamt of Hyrns, 
Shews how dear Spouſe with Friends his Brow adorns, 
Tn officious Tell-tale Fool (he fhou'd repent it) 
Parts three kind Souls that liv'd at Peace contented, 
Some with Law ,] ſet Houſes by the Ears, 
With Phyſic one, what he wou'd heal impairs, 
Like that dark mub'd up Fry, thut neighb'ring Curſe 
Who to remove Love's Tains beſtow a worſe, 
Since then this meddling Tribe infeſi the Age, 
Bear one awhile expo0sd upon the Stage. 
Let none but Buſy Bodies vent their Spight, 
And with good Humour Pleaſure crown the Nights 
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